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JLEGENDS OF THE PROVINCE HOUSE. 


HOWE’S MASQUERADE. 

JNE afternoqji last summer, while walking along Wash- 
ngton Street, my eye was attracted by a sign-board 
rrotruding over a narrow archway, nearly opposite the 
iOld South Church. The sign represented the front of a 
1 lately edifice, which was ^esigriated as the “ Old 
I Province House, kept by Thomas Waite.” I was 
i'lad to be thus reminded of a purpose, long entertained, 
of visiting and rambling over the mansion of the old 
royal governors of Massachusetts; and entering the 
arched passage, which penetrated through the middle 
of a brick row of shops, a few steps transported me 
from the busy heart of modern Boston into a small 
an4 secluded court yard. One side of this space was 
occupied by the square front of the Province House, 
three st’ories high, and surmounted by a cupola, on 
^nke t«p of which a gilded Indian was discernible, with 
ih«*6ow bent and his arrow on the string, as if aiming at 
the weathercock on the spire of the Old South. The- 
^figure has Ijept this attitude for seventy years or more, 
lever since gcmd Deacon Drowne, a cunning carver ok 
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wc*d, first st^ioned him^n his long sentinel’s watch over 
the city. 

The Province House is constructed brick, whiA 
seems recently to have been overlaid with a coat of 
light-colored paint. A flight g# red frceston# steps, 
fenced in by a balustrade of curiously wrought iron, 
ascends from the court ^|grd To the sn^cious porch, over 
which is a balcony, wiUife^nxji-*’Ji 51 ustrade of similar 
pattern and workmanship t^ that beneath. These letters 
•and figures—16 P. S. 79—are wrought into the iron work 
of the balcony) and probably express the date of the 
edifice, with the initials of its founder’s name. A^x^ide 
door with double leaves ^mitt^ me into the hall or 
entry, on the right of wnihlj,^s the entrance to the 
bar room. 

It was in this apartment, I presume, that the ancient 
governors held their levees, with vice-regal pomp, sur¬ 
rounded by the military men, the councillors, the judges, 
and other officers of the crown, while all the loyalty of 
the province thronged to do them honor. But the room, 
in its present condition, ^annot boast even of faded 
magnificence. The panelled wainscot is covered with 
dingy paint, and acquires a duskier hue from the deep 
shadow into which the Province House is thrown by the 
brick block that shuts it in from Washington Street. A 
ray of sunshine never visits this apartment any more 
than the glare of the festal torches, which have been 
extinguished from the era of the revolution. The most 
venerable and ornamental object is a chimney-piec^et 
round with Dutch tiles of blue-figured China, represent¬ 
ing scenes from Scripture; and, for aught I Know, the 
lady of Pownall or Bernard may have sat besi<^ 
fire-place, and told her children the story of eachshfte 
tile. A bar in modem style, well replenished*with 
decanters, bottles, cigar boxes, and networlt bags of 
lemons, and provided with a beer pump°and a soda* 
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fount, extends along one side, the room. At 4py 
entrance, an elderly person was smacking his lips, with a 
zest which satis&ed me that the cellars of the Province 
House still hold good liquor, though doubtless of other 
vintage!/ than were qu^ed by the old governors. After 
sipping a glass of port sangaree, prepared by the skilful 
hands of Mr Thqmas \Va\te.,.} besought that worthy 
successor and repre'^»«:<»iiT6'^f so many historic person¬ 
ages to conduct me over theij time-honored mansion. 

He readily complied ; but, to confess the truth, ■! was 
forced to draw strenuously upon my imagination, in 
ord^ to find aught that was interesting in a house which, 
without its historic associations, would h^ve seemed 
merely such a tavern as is usually favored by the custom 
of decent city boarders and old fashioned country gentle¬ 
men. The chambers, which were probably spacious in 
former times,, are now cut up by partitions, and sub¬ 
divided into little nooks, each affording scanty room for 
the narrow bed, and chair, and dressing table of a single 
lodger. The great staircase, however, may be termed, 
without much hyperbole, a ,feature of grandeur and 
magnificence. It winds through the midst of the house 
by flights of broad steps, each flight terminating in a 
square landing-place, whence the ascent is continued 
towards the cupola. A carved balustrade, freshly painted 
in the lower stories, but growing dingier as we ascend, 
borders the staircase with its quaintly twisted and inter¬ 
twined pillars, from top to bottom. Up these stairs the 
military boots, or perchance the gouty shoes, of many a 
governor have trodden, as the wearers mounted to the 
cupola, Svhich afforded them so wide a view over their 
acnetii»poIis and the surrounding country. The cupola is 
atrtetagon, with several windows, and a door opening 
upon the roof. From this station, as I pleased myself 
with imagining. Gage may have beheld his disastrous 
victory on Bunker Hill (unless one of the tri-mountaini 
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iaiCrvened), and Howe ^ave marked the approaches of 
Washington’s besieging arltiy; although the buildings, 
since erected in the vicinity, have shut OHt almost every 
object, save the steeple of the Old South, which seems 
almost within arm’s length. Decoding from the cupola, 

I paused in the garret to observe the ponderous white- 
oak framework, so muc^^noremas^e than the frames 
of modern houses, and tSrei^^^mbling an antique 
skeleton. The brick walisjthe materials of which were 
(imported from Holland, and the timbers of the mansion, 
are still as sound as ever; but the floors and other 
interior parts being greatly decayed, it is contemplated 
to gut the*whole, and b^ld a new house within the 
ancient frame and brick wojk. Among other incon¬ 
veniences of the present edifice, mine host mentioned 
that any jar or motion was apt to shake down the dust of 
ages out of the ceiling of one chamber up(yi the floor of 
that beneath it. 

We stepped forth from the great front window into the 
balcony, where, in^ld times, it was doubtless the custom 
of the king’s representati^ to show himself to a loyal 
populace, requiting their huzzas and tossed-up hats with 
stately bendings of his dignified person. In those days, 
the front of the Province House looked upon the street; 
and the whole sight now occupied by the brick range of 
stores, as well as the present court yard, was laid out in 
grass plots, overshadowed by trees and bordered by a 
wrought-iron fence. Now, the < 51 d aristocratic edifice 
hides its time-worn visage behind an upstart modern 
building; at one of the back windows I observed some 
pretty tailoresses, sewing, and chatting, and laughing, 
with now and then a careless glance towards tljc- 
balcony. Descending thence, we again entered th^ffar 
room, where the elderly gentleman above mentiyneef, the 
smack of whose lips had spoken so favor^ly for Mr. 
Waite’s good liquor, was still lounging in his chair. He 



Howe's Masquerade. 9 

seemed to be, if not a lodger, at a familiar visitoiiof 
the house, who might be supposed to have his regular 
sAre at the ba^ his summer seat at the open window, 
and his prescriptive corner at the winter’s fireside. 
Being of^a sociable asijject, I ventured to address him 
with a remark, calculated to draw forth his historical 
reminiscences, if any such *wer^ in his mind ; and it 
gratified me to diS 5 te»c>,','^rtfet, between memory and 
tradition, the old gentlemai.i was really possessed of 
some very pleasant gossip about the Province House. 
The portion of his talk which chiefly interested me was 
the outline of the following legend. He professed to 
have received it at one or t\jo removes fre^ an eye¬ 
witness ; but this derivatiejn, together with the lapse of 
time, must have afforded opportunities for many varia¬ 
tions of the narrative; so that, despairing of literal and 
absolute truth,^1 have not scrupled to make such further 
changes as seemed conducive to the reader’s profit and 
delight. 


At one of the entertainments given at the Province 
House, during the latter part of the siege of Boston, 
there passed a scene which has never yet been satis¬ 
factorily explained. The officers of the British army, 
and the loyal gentry of the province, most of whom were 
collected within the beleagured town, had been invited 
to a^masked ball; for it was the policy of Sir William 
Howe to hide the distress and danger of the period, and 
the despetate aspect of the siege, under an ostentation of 
jpstivitjf. The spectacle of this evening, if the oldest 
menBlters of the provincial court circle might be believed, 
was the most gay and gorgeous affair that had occurred 
in the annhls of the government. The brilliantly-lighted 
Apartments ^ere thronged with figures that seemed to 
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hM'e stepped from th? ^ark canvas of historic portraits, 
or to have flitted forth fromnhe magic pages of romance, 
or at least to have flown hither from oge of the Loncfon 
theatres, without a change of garments. Steeled knights 
of the Conquest, bearded state^flen of Queen Slizabeth, 
and high-ruffled ladies of her court, were mingled with« 
;haracters of comedyi^su^ as a mrty-colored Merry 
Andrew, jingling his capasCTfclll^^ FalstafF, almost as 
provocative of laughter » his prototype ; and a Don 
Quixote, with a bean pole for a lance, and a pot lid for a 
shield. 

But the broadest merriment was excited by a grtiup of 
figures ri<iiculously dressed in old regimentals, whicl^ 
seemed to have been purchased at a military rag fair, or 
pilfered from some receptacle of the cast-off clothes of 
both the French and British armies. Portions of their 
attire had probably been worn at the sie^ of Louisburg, 
and the cohts of fnost recent cut might have been rent 
and tattered by sword, ball, or bayonet, as long ago as 
Wolfe's victory. • One of these worthies—a tall, lank 
figure, brandishing.a ru^y sword of immense longitude 
—purported to be no less a personage than General 
George Washingtoh ; and the other principal officers of 
the American army, such as Gates, Lee, Putnam, Schuy¬ 
ler, Ward, and Heath, werfe represented by similar 
scarecrows. An interview in the mock heroic style, 
between the rebel warriors and the British commander- 
in-chief, was received with immense applause, which 
came loudest of all from the loyalists of the colony. 
There was one of the guests, however, who stood apart, 
eyeing these antics sternly and scornfully, at oftce with a 
frown and a bitter smile. 

It was an old man, formerly of high station an^^reat 
repute in the province, and who had been a very ftunous 
soldier in his day. Some surprise had been expressed, 
that a person of Colonel JoUffe’s known whig principle^ 
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though now too old to take an active part in the contesj, 
should have remained in Boston during the siege, and 
es{)tcially that h«^ should consent to show himself in the 
mansion of Sir William Howe. But thither he had 
come, with a fair granoJdaughter under his arm; and 
there, amid all the mirth and buffoonery, stood this stern 
old figure, the best sustained^hao^cter in the masquer¬ 
ade, because so well^Jsipr-iciSffng the antique spirit of 
bis native land. The other gi jssts affirmed that Colonel 
Joliffe’s black puritanical scowl threw a shadow round 
about him ; although, in spite of his sombre influence, 
their gfcyety continued to blaze higher, like—(an ominous 
comparison) — the flickering brilliancy of a laijip which 
has but a little while to burn. Eleven strokes, full half 
an hour ago, had pealed from the clock of the Old South, 
when a rumor was circulated among the company that 
some new spe(^tacle or pageant was about to be ex¬ 
hibited, which should put a fitting close to the splendid 
festivities of the night. 

“ What new jest has your Excellency ki hand ? ” asked 
the Rev. Mather Byles, whose ^Jresby^erian scruples had 
not kept him from the entertainment. “ Trust me, sir, I 
have already laughed more than beseems my cloth, at 
your Homeric confabulation with yonder ragamuffin 
General of the rebels. One other such fit of merriment, 
and I must throw off my clerical wig and band.” 

“Not so, good Doctor Byles,” answered Sir William 
Howe; “ if mirth were a crime, you had never gained 
your.»doctorate in divinity. As to this new foolery, I 
know no more about it than yourself; perhaps not so 
much. Honestly now, Doctor, have you not stirred up 
t^e sobyr brains of some of your countrymen to enact a 
scems^n our masquerade ? ” 

“ Perhaps,” slyly remarked the granddaughter of 
Colonel Jotiffe, whose high spirit had been stung by many 
taunts against New England—“perhaps we are to have 
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mask of allegoriA^ figures. Victory, with trophies 
from Lexington and Bunker Hill—Plenty, with her over¬ 
flowing horn, to typify the present abuij^ance in this ^od 
town—and Glory, with a wreath for his Excellency’s brow.” 

Sir William Howe smiled words which»he would' 
have answered with one of his darkest frowns, had they 
been uttered by lips t hat # ore a b^rd. He was spared 
the necessity of a retorWJ 5 ^^s*i(|falar interruption. A 
sound of music was heai^ without the house, as if pro¬ 
ceeding from a full band of military instruments stationed 
in the street, playing not such a festal strain as was 
suited to the occasion ; but a slow funeral march^ The 
drums appeared to be Ruffled, and the trumpets poure^ 
forth a wailing breath, which at once hushed the merri¬ 
ment of the auditors, filling all with wonder and some 
with apprehension. The idea occurred to many, that 
either the funeral procession of some great personage 
had halted in front of the Province House, or that a 
corpse, in a velvet-covered and gorgeously-decorated 
coffin^ was about to be borne from the portal. After 
listening a momenj, Sir JVilliam Howe called, in a stern 
voice, to the leader of the musicians, who had hitherto 
enlivened the entertainment with gay and lightsome 
melodies. The man was drum major to one of the 
British regiments. 

“ Dighton,” demanded the general, “ what means this 
foolery ? Bid your band silence that dead march — or, 
by my word, they shall have sufficient cause for their 
lugubrious strains ! Silence it, sirrah 1 ” 

“Please your honor,” answered the drum major, whose 
rubicund visage had lost all its color, “ the fahlt is none 
of mine. I and my band are all here together; and^ 
question whether there be a man of us that couRPplay 
that march without book. I never heard it but once 
before, and that was at the funeral of his late Majesty, 
King George the Second.” 
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“ Well, well ! ” sa^ Sir Willian^ ftowe, recovering hi* 
composure—“it is the prelude to some masquerading 
antlfc. Let it pas^” 

A figure now presented itself, but among the many 
I fantastic laasks that wefe dispersed through the apart¬ 
ments, none could tell precisely from whence it came. 
It was a man in an old-fashftncd*drcss of black serge, 
and having the aspec?!^/ a Jicti^ird, or principal domestic 
in the household of a nobleman or great English la^nd- 
holder. This figure advancecf to the outer door of the 
mansion, and throwing both its leaves wide open, with¬ 
drew a 4 ittle to one side and looked back towards the grand 
staircase, as if expecting some person to descend. At 
tfie same time, the music in the street sounded a loud 
and doleful summons. The eye of Sir William Howe 
and his guests being directed to the staircase, there 
appeared, on the uppermost landing-place that was dis¬ 
cernible from the bottom, several personages descending 
towards the door. The foremost was a man of stern 
visage, wearing a steeple-crowned hat ‘and a skifllcap 
beneath it; a dark clo.ak, and ljuge vnrinkled boots that 
came half way up his legs. U nder his arm was a rolled- 
up banner, which seemed to be the banner of England, 
but strangely rent and torn ; he had a sword in his right 
hand, and grasped a bible in his left. The next figure 
was of milder aspect, yet full of dignity, wearing a broad 
ruff, over which descended a beard, a gown of wrought 
velvet, and a doublet and hose of black satin. He 
carriffj a roll of manuscript in his hand. Close behind 
these two came a young man of very striking counte¬ 
nance and*demeanor, with deep thought and contempla¬ 
tion on ^is brow, and perhaps a flash of enthusiasm in 
his ey« His garb, like that of his predecessors, was of 
an antique fashion, and there was a stain of blood upon 
his ruflf. fti the same group with these, were three or 
fbur others, all men of dignity and evident command. 
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«pd bearing themselv^ like personages who were accus¬ 
tomed to the gaze of the «iultitude. It was the idea of 
the beholders, that these figures wen^to join the rilys- 
terious funeral that had halted in front of the Province 
House; yet that supposition sAmed to be cgptradicted 
by the air of triumph with which they waved their handsy 
as they crossed the and vanished through the 

portal. 

‘‘In the devil’s name, what is this.^” muttered Sir 
William Howe to a gentleman beside him ; “ a pro¬ 
cession of the regicide judges of King Charles the 
martyr ? ” • 

“Thes8,”said Colon^ Joliffe, breaking silence almost 
for the first time that evening—“these, if I interpret theiS 
aright, are the Puritan governors—the rulers of the old, 
original Democracy of Massachusetts. Endicott, with 
the banner from which he had torn the^symbol of sub¬ 
jection, and Winthrop, and Sir Henry Vane, and Dudley, 
Haynes, Bellingham, and Eeverett.” 

“ Why had thSt young man a stain of blood upon his 
rufif?” asked Miss^oliffe^ 

“ Because, in after years,” answered her grandfather, 
“he laid down the wisest head in England upon the 
block, for the principles of liberty.” 

“Will not your Excellency order out the guard?” 
whispered Lord Percy, who, with other British officers, 
had now assembled round the General. “ There may be 
a plot under this mummery.” 

“ Tush 1 we have nothing to fear,” carelessly replied 
Sir William Howe. “ There can be no worse treason 
in the matter than a jest, and that somewhat of the 
dullest. Even were it a sharp and bitter one, gur b^t 
policy would be to laugh it off. See—here corner more 
of these gentry.” 

Another group of characters had now partly descended 
the staircase. The first was a venerable and whit9 
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bearded patriarch, who cautiously i^lt his way downw.'^d 
with a staff. Treading hastier bShind him, and stretch¬ 
ing forth his gaujtleted hand as if to grasp the old man’s 
shoulder, came a tall, soldier-like figure, equipped with .a 
plumed Qp of steel, a»bright breast-plate, and a long 
.sword, which rattled against the stairs. Next was seen 
a stout man, dressed in ricll*and,courtly attire, but not 
of courtly demeanorVjtis g..'ii''had the swinging motion 
of a seaman’s walk ; and chancing to stumble on the 
staircase, he suddenly grew '«%athful, and was heard to 
mutter an oath. He was followed by a noble-looking 
perso»age in a curled wig, such as .arc represented in the 
portraits of Queen Anne’s tirne and earlier^ and the 
f)reast of his coat was decorated with an embroidered 
star. While advancing to* the door, he bowed to the 
right hand and to the left, in a very gracious and in¬ 
sinuating style; but as he crossed the threshold, unlike 
the early Puritan governors, he seemed to wring his 
hands with sorrow. 

“ Prithee, pLay the part of a chonus, good Boctor 
Byles,” said Sir William How^. “ What worthies are 
these ? ” 

“ If it please your Excellency, they lived somewhat 
before my day,” answered the doctor ; “ but doubtless 
our friend, the Colonel, has been hand and glove with 
them.” 

“ Their living faces I never looked upon,” said Colonel 
Joliffe, gravely; " although I have spoken face to face 
with jpany rulers of this land, and shall greet yet another 
with an old man’s blessing, ere I die. But we talk of 
these figtires. I take the venerable patriarch to be 
]gradst^et, the last of the Puritans, who was governor at 
ntnet}Mr thereabouts. The next is Sir Edmund Andros, 
a tyrant, as any New England schoolboy will tell you; 
and therefore the people cast him down from his high 
%eat into a dftngeon. Then comes Sir William Phipps, 
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shepherd, cooper, seaSraptain, and governor—may many 
of his countrymen rise as high, from as low an origin I 
Lastly, you saw the gracious Earl of ^JBellamont, who 
ruled us under King William.” 

“But what is the meaning of it all?” as]$ed Lord 
Percy. 

“Now, were I a re%el,” Said Miss Joliffe, half aloud, 
“ I might fancy that the ghl/ 4 ts of t', ..:se ancient governors 
had jDcen summoned to form the funeral procession of 
royal authority in New England.” 

Several other figures were now scon at the turn of the 
staircase. The one in advance had a thoughtful, anxious, 
and somewhat crafty expression of face; and in spite of 
his loftiness of manner, which was evidently the result o^ 
an ambitious spirit and of long continuance in high 
stations, he seemed not incap.able of cringing to a greater 
than himself. A few steps behind came an officer in a 
scarlet and embroidered uniform, cut in a fashion old 
enough to have been worn by the Duke of Marlborough. 
His ndse had a rtibicund tinge, which, together with the 
twinkle of his eye, ijiight Jjave marked him as a lover of 
the wine cup and good fellowship; notwithstanding which 
tokens, he appeared ill at ease, and often glanced around 
him, as if apprehensive of some secret mischief. Next 
came a portly gentleman, wearing a coat of shaggy cloth, 
lined with silken velvet; he had sense, shrewdness, and 
humor in his face, and a folio volume under his arm ; 
but his aspect was that of a man vexed and tormented 
beyond all patience, and harassed almost to death. He 
went hastily down, and was followed by a dignified 
person, dressed in a purple velvet suit, with •very rich 
embroidery ; his demeanor would have possess^ muc^ 
stateliness, only that a grievous fit of the gout comipellcd 
him to hobble from stair to stair, with contortions of face 
^ and body. When Doctor Byles beheld this figure on the 
staircase, he shivered as with an ague, but*'continued to* 
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watch him steadfastly, until thg gouty gentleman l^d 
reached the threshold, mad» a gesture of anguish and 
despair, and vanished into the outer gloom, whither the 
funeral music summoned him. 

“ Governor llelcher?—my old patron !—in his very 
shape and dress ! ” gasped Doctor liylcs. “ This is an 
awful mockery ! ” 

“ A tedious foolerj^ rather',” said Sir William Howe, 
with an air of indifference. “ Hut wlio were the j;hrce 
that preceded him ? ” 

“Governor Dudley, a cunning politician—yet his craft 
once*brought him to a prison,” replied Colonel Joliffe. 

Governor Shute, formerly a c'jloncl under Marlborough, 
and whom the people frightened out of the province; 
and learned Governor Ihirnet, whom the legislature 
tormented into a mortal fever.” 

“ Methinks .they were miserable men, these royal 
governors of Massachusetts,” observed Miss Joliffe. 
“ Heavens, how dim the light grows ! ” 

It was certainly a fact that the farge lamp* which 
illuminated the staircase now*burnod dim and duskily : 
so that several figures, which passed hastily down the 
stairs and went forth from the porch, appeared rather 
like shadows than persons of fleshly substance. Sir 
William Howe and his guests stood at the doors of the 
contiguous apartments, watching the progress of this 
singular pageant, with various emotions of anger, con¬ 
tempt, or half-acknowledged fear, but still with an anxious 
curiosity. The shapes which now seemed hastening to 
join the mysterious procession, were recognized rather 
by striking peculiarities of dress, or broad characteristics 
•of manner, than by any perceptible resemblance of 
fSatdfes to their prototypes. Their faces, indeed, were 
invariably kept in deep shadow. But Dr. Byles, and 
other gentlemen who had long been familiar with the^ 
’ successive rulers of the province, were heard to whisper 
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the names of Shirley, o^Pownall, of Sir Francis Bernard, 
and of the well-rememberSd Hutchinson ; thereby con¬ 
fessing that the actors, whoever they might be, in tRis 
spectral march of governors, had succeeded in putting 
on some distant portraiture of jlfe real persoimges. As 
they vanished from the door, still did these shadows 
toss their arms into ♦he ^oom o^ight, with a dread 
expression of woe. Following th^rnimic representative 
of Hutchinson came a ryilitary figure, holding before 
his face the cocked hat which he had taken from his 
powdered head; but his epaulettes and other insignia 
of rank were those of a general officer ; and something 
in his mi«n reminded the beholders of one who had^ 
recently been master of the Province House, and chief 
of all the land. 

“ The shape of Gage, as true as in a looking glass,” 
exclaimed Lord Percy, turning pale. 

“ No, surely,” cried Miss Joliffe, laughing hysterically; 
“it could not be Gage, or Sir William would have 
greetefl his old cfSmrade in arms ! Perhaps he will not 
suffer the next to pa«s unchallenged.” 

“ Of that be assured, young lady,” answered Sir Wil¬ 
liam Howe, fixing his eyes with a very marked expression 
upon the immovable visage of her grandfather. “ I have 
long enough delayed to pay the ceremonies of a host to 
these departing guests. The next that takes his leave 
shall receive due courtesy.” 

A wild and dreary burst of music came through the 
open door. It seemed as if the procession, whichchad 
been gradually filling up its ranks, were now about to 
move, and that this loud peal of the wailing trumpets, 
and roll of the muffled drums, were a call to some ioitere* 
to make haste. Many eyes, by an irresistible im'^uls'e, 
were turned upon Sir William Howe, as if it were he 
whom the dreary music summoned to the tuneral of 
departed power. 
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“ See !—here conies the last!"'whispered Miss Jqjjfle, 
pointing her tremulous finger t8 the staircase. 

• A figure ha^ come into view as if descending the 
stairs; although so dusky was the region whence it 
emerge^ some of th# spect.ators fiincied that they had 
seen this human shap^ suddenly moulding itself amid 
the gloom. Downward til* fig|^re came, with a stately 
and martial tread, jand reaching the lowest stair was 
observed to be a tall man, booted and wrapped in a 
military cloak, which was dfawn up around the face so 
as to meet the flapped brim of a laced hat. The features, 
thcMsfore, were completely hidden. But the British 
officers deemed that they had seen that nnlitary cloak 
before, and even recognized the frayed embroidery on 
the collar, as well as tlTe gilded scabbard of a sword 
which protruded from the folds of the cloak, and glittered 
in a vivid gleam of light. Ap.art from these trifling par¬ 
ticulars, there were characteristics of gait and bearing, 
which impelled the wondering guests to glance from the 
shrouded figure to Sir William llowe, as if ts satisfy 
themselves th<at their host had njit suddenly vanished 
from the midst of them. 

With a dark flush of wrath upon his brow, they saw 
the General draw his sword and advance to meet the 
figure in the cloak before the latter had stepped one pace 
upon the floor. 

“ Villain, unmuffle yourself! ” cried he. “ You pass 
no farther ! ” 

Jhe figure, without blenching a hair’s breadth from 
the sword which was pointed at his breast, made a 
solemn •pause and lowered the cape of the cloak from 
abou^ his face, yet not sufficiently for the spectators to 
•cat» a glimpse of it. But Sir William Howe had evi¬ 
dently seen enough. The sternness of his countenance 
gave place to a look of wild amazement, if not horror, 
while he recoiled several steps from the figure, and let 
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fall^is sword upon th^ floor. The martial shape again 
drew the cloak about hfs fegitures and passed on; but 
reaching the threshold, with his back towards the spec* 
tators, he was seen to stamp his foot and shake his 
clinched hands in the air. It wcs afterwards ^ffirmed 
that Sir William Howe had fepeated that selfsame 
gesture of rage and sor^jpw, when, for the last time, and 
as the last royal governor. Ire pass^J^through the portal 
of the Province House. 

“ Hark !—the procession fnoves,” said Miss Joliffe. 

The music was dying away along the street, and its 
dismal strains were mingled with the knell of midrjght 
from the steeple of the Old South, and with the roar of 
artillery, which announced that the beleaguering army 
of Washington had intrenched 'itself upon a nearer height 
than before. As the deep boom of the cannon smote 
upon his ear, Colonel Joliffe raised himself to the full 
height of his aged form, and smiled st'crnly on the 
British General. 

“ Wo«ld your Excellency inquire further into the 
mystery of the pageant ? ” said he. 

“ Take care of your gray head ! ” cried Sir William 
Howe, fiercely, though with a quivering lip. “ It has 
stood too long on a traitor’s shoulders ! ” 

“ You must make haste to chop it off, then,” calmly 
replied the Colonel; “ for a few hours longer, and not 
all the power of Sir William Howe, nor of his master, 
shall cause one of these gray hairs to fall. The empire 
of Britain, in this ancient province, is at its last fj^sp 
to-night;—almost while I speak it is a dead corpse;— 
and methinks the shadows of the old govemo-s are fit 
mourners at its funeral! ” 

With these words Colonel Joliffe threw on his clpak, 
and drawing his granddaughter’s arm within his own, 
retired from the last festival that a British ruler ever 
'neld in the old province of Massachusetts Bay. It was 
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supposed that the Colonel and yie young lady posscSicd 
some secret intelligence iif regard to the mysterious 
jiJigeant of thai night. However this might be, such 
knowledge has never become general. The actors in 
the seen* have vanish *d,into deeper obscurity than ev^ 
that wild Indian band who scattered the cargoes of the 
tea ships on the waves, arf& gaified a place in history, 
yet left no names, but superstition, among other legends 
of this mansion, repeats the wondrous talc, that op the 
anniversary night of Britain’s discomfiture, the ghosts of 
the ancient governors of Massachusetts still glide through 
the Portal of the Province House. And, last of all, 
comes a figure shrouded in a ^military cloak,*tossing his 
clinched hands into the a^r, and stamping his iron-shod 
boots upon the broad freestone steps, with a semblance 
of feverish despair, but without the sound of a foot- 
tramp. 


When the truth-telling accents of the*elderly gciitlcman 
were hushed, I drew a long bwi.ath atid looked round the 
room, striving, with the best energy of my imagination, 
to throw a tinge of romance and historic grandeur over 
the realities of the scene. But my nostrils snuffed up a 
scent of cigar smoke, clouds of which the narrator had 
emitted by way of visible emblem, I suppose, of the 
nebulous obscurity of his tale. Moreover, my gorgeous 
fantasies were wofully disturbed by the rattling of the 
spoMi in a tumbler of whisky punch, which Mr. Thomas 
Waite was mingling for a customer. Nor did it add to 
the piettiresque appearance of the panelled walls, that 
•the slete of the Brookline stage was suspended against 
thenl! instead of the armorial escutcheon of some far- 
descended governor. A stage driver sat at one of the 
windows,’reading a penny paper of the day—the Boston^ 
Times —and presenting a figure which could nowise be 
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brafcght into any pictur^of “ Times in Boston ” seventy 
or a hundred years ago. On the window seat lay a 
bundle, neatly done up in brown paper, ihe direction 8f 
which I had the idle curiosity to read. “ Miss Susan 
Juggins, at the Province A pretty «hamber- 

maid, no doubt. In truth, it is desperately hard work, 
when we attempt to tkrow^he spell of hoar antiquity 
over localities with which the livinjJ world, and the day 
that passing over us, have aught to do. Yet, as I 
glanced at the stately stafrcase, down which the pro¬ 
cession of the old governors had descended, and as I 
emerged through the venerable portal, whence «their 
figures had«preceded me, it gladdened me to be conscious 
of a thrill of awe. Then diying through the narrow 
archway, a few strides transported me into the densest 
throng of Washington Street. 



LEGENDS OF THE "TROVINCE HOUSE. 


II. 

EDWARD RANDOLPH’S PORTRAIT. 

The old legendary guest of the Province Hou|e abode in 
my remembrance from midsummer till January. One 
idle evening, last winter,* confident that he would be 
found in the snuggest corner of the bar room, I resolved 
to pay him another visit, hoping to deserve well of my 
country by snatching from oblivion some else unhe.ard-of 
fact of history. The night was chill and raw, and 
rendered boisterous by almost a gal» of wind,♦which 
whistled along Washington Street, c^iusing the gaslights 
to flare and flicker within ttie lamps. As I hurried 
onward, my fancy was busy with a comparison between 
the present aspect of the street and that which it probably 
wore when the British Governors inhabited the mansion 
whither I was now going. Brick edifices in those times, 
were few, till a succession of destructive fires had swept, 
and swept again, the wooden dwellings and warehouses 
fronj, the most populous quarters of the town. The 
buildings stood insulated and independent, not, as now, 
merging their separate existences into connected ranges, 
^with front of tiresome identity,—but each possessing 
f«atUKS of its own, as if the owner’s individual taste had 
shaped it,—and the whole presenting a picturesque 
irregularity, the absence of which is hardly compensated 
by any beahties of our modern architecture. Such a 
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sc|pe, dimly vanishing from the eye by the ray of here 
and there a tallow candft, glimmering through the small 
panes of scattered windows, would forrt^ a sombre co«- 
trast to the street as I beheld it, with the gaslights 
blazing from corner to corner, flatning within rte shops, 
and throwing a noonday brigRtness through the huge 
plates of glass. 

But the black, lowering sky, as 1 turned my eyes 
upward, wore, doubtless, the same visage as when it 
Frowned upon the ante-ret olutionary New Englanders. 
The wintry blast had the same shriek that was familiar 
to their ears. The Old South Church, too, still pointed 
its antique^spire into the darkness, and was lost between 
earth and heaven ; and as I p.assed, its clock, which had 
warned so many gencr.ations* how transitory was their 
lifetime, spoke heavily and slow the same unregarded 
moral to myself. “ Only seven o’clock,” thought 1. “ My 
old friend’s legends will scarcely kill the h’oitrs ’twixt this 
and bedtime.” 

Passing thvougk the narrow arch, 1 crossed the court 
yard, the confined f^recincts of which were made visible 
by a lantern over the portal of the Province House. On 
entering the bar room, 1 found, as 1 expected, the old 
tradition monger seated by a special good fire of an¬ 
thracite, compelling clouds of smoke from a corpulent 
cigar. He recognized me with evident pleasure, for my 
rare properties as a patient listener invariably make me 
a favorite with elderly gentlemen and ladies of narrative 
propensities. Drawing a chair to the fire, 1 desired ^ine 
host to favor us with a glass apiccq of whiskey punch, 
which was speedily prepared, steaming hot, with a slice 
of lemon at the bottom, a dark-red stratum of port wine 

if) 

upon the surface, and a sprinkling of nutmeg strewitover 
all. As we touched our glasses together, my legendary 
friend made himself known to me as Mr. Bela Tiffany; 
and I rejoiced at the oddity of the name, because it gave . 



Edward Randolph's Portrait. 25 

H 

his image and character a sort of individuality in 
conception. The old gentlenjan? draught acted as a 
sol^nt upon his„ memory, so that it overflowed with 
tales, traditions, anecdotes of famous dead people, and 
traits of aijcient manneft, some of which were childish 
as a nurse’s lullaby, while Sthers might have been worth 
the notice of the grave histiirian.#, Nothing impressed 
me more than a story of a black, mysterious picture, 
which used to hang in one of the chambers of the 
Province House, directly abca-e the room where *we 
were now sitting. The following is as correct a version 
of the fact as the reader would be likely to obtain from 
any other source, although, assuredly, it has a tinge of 
/omance approaching to the marvellous. 


In one of the apartments of the Province House there 
was long preserved an ancient picture, the fr.amc of which 
was as black as ebony, and the canvas itaelf so dark with 
age, damp, and smoke, that no^a toufh of the painter’s 
art could be discerned. Time had thrown an impene¬ 
trable veil over it, and left to tradition and fable, and 
conjecture, to say what had once been there portrayed. 
During the rule of many successive governors, it had 
hung, by prescriptive and undisputed right, over the 
mantelpiece of the same chamber ; and it still kept its 
place when Lieutenant Governor Hutchinson assumed 
the a4ministration of the province, on the departure of 
Sir Francis Bernard. 

The Lieutenant Governor sat, one afternoon, resting 
l|is hea^ against the carved back of his stately arm chair^ 
and gifeing' up thoughtfully at the void blackness of the 
picture. It was scarcely a time for such inactive musing, 
when affairs of the deepest moment required the ruler’s 
■decision ; fo^, within that very hour Hutchinson had 
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received intelligence of the arrival of a British fleet, 
bringing three regiments,,from Halifax to overawe the 
insubordination of the people. These jtroops awaited’his 
permission to occupy the fortress of Castle William and 
the town itself. Yet, instead of> affixing his signature to„ 
an official order, there sat thh Lieutenant Governor, so 
carefully scrutinizing^the Hack waste of canvas, that his 
demeanor attracted the notice of two young persons who 
attended him. One, wearing a military dress of buff, was 
his* kinsman, Francis Liricoln, the Provincial Captain of 
Castle William ; the other, who sat on a low stool beside 
his chair, was Alice Vane, his favorite niece. 

She was clad entirely in white, a p.ale, ethereal 
creature, who, though a native of New England, had 
been educated abroad, and s'eemed not merely a stranger 
from another clime, but almost a being from another 
world. For several years, until left an orphan, she had 
dwelt with her father in sunny Italy,* and there had 
acquired a taste and enthusiasm for sculpture and paint¬ 
ing, which she /ound few opportunities of gratifying in 
the undccorated dwellings of the colonial gentry. It was 
said that the early productions of her own pencil 
exhibited no inferior genius, though, perhaps, the rude 
atmosphere of New England had cramped her hand, and 
dimmed the glowing colors of her fancy. But observing 
her uncle’s steadfast gaze, which appeared to search 
through the mist of years to discover the subject of the 
picture, her curiosity was e.xcited. 

“Is it known, my dear uncle,” inquired she, “what 
this old picture once represented? Possibly, could it 
be made visible, it might prove a masterpiece of some 
great artist—else, why has it so long held sucl^ a con¬ 
spicuous place?” 

As her uncle, contrary to his usual custom (for he was 
»s attentive to all the humors and caprices of ;'Alice as if 
she had been his own best-beloved child), did not imme— 
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diately reply, the young Captain of^Castle William tookt> 
that office upon himself. 

“This dark old rquare of canvas, my fair cousin,” said 
he, “has been an heirloom in the Province House from 
time immemorial. As to jjhe painter, 1 c.an tell you 
nothing ; but, if half the stories told of it be true, not one 
of the great Italian masters h.-fe evtfV produced so mar- 
t ellous a piece of work as that before you.” 

Captain Lincoln proceeded to relate some of tljc 
strange fables and fantasies, whfdh, as it was impossible 
to refute them by ocular demonstration, h.id grown to 
be articSes of popular belief, in reference to this old 
picture. One of the wildest, and at the same time the 
best accredited accounts, staled it to be an original and 
authentic portrait of the Kvil One, taken .at .a witch 
meeting near Salem ; and that its strong and terrible 
resemblance has ^cen confirmed by several of the con¬ 
fessing wizards and witches, at their trial, in open court. 

It was likewise affirmed th.at a familiar spirit, or demon, 
abode behind the blackness of the pieSure, and Trad 
shown himself, at seasons of public ciikmity, to more 
than one of the roy.al governors. Shirley, for instance, 
had beheld this ominous apparition on the eve of 
General Abercrombie’s shameful and bloody defeat, 
under the walls of Ticonderoga. Many of the servants 
of the Province House had caught glimpses of a visage 
frowning down upon them, .at morning or evening 
twilight,—or in the depths of night, while raking up the 
fire that glimmered on the hearth beneath ; although, if 
any were bold enough to hold a torch before the picture, 
it would apfrear as black and undistinguishable as ever. 
•Tke oldest inhabitant of Boston recollected that his 
fatHbr, fh whose days the portrait had not wholly faded 
out of sight, had once looked upon it, but would never 
suffer himself to be questioned as to the face which was 
there represented. In connection with such stories, it 
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4 jvas remarkable that over the top of the frame there were 
some ragged remnants mf black silk, indicating that a 
veil had formerly hung down before tl*e picture, until the 
duskiness of time had so effectually concealed it. But 
after all, it was the most sin^iHar part of the affair, tha* 
so many of the pompous governors of Massachusetts hSd 
allowed the obliter*ed picture to remain in the state 
chamber of the Province House. 

j“Some of these fables are really awful,” observed 
Alice Vane, who had oAasionally shuddered, as well as 
smiled, while her cousin spoke. “It would be almost 
worth while to wipe away the black surface of ^he can¬ 
vas, sinqe the original picture can hardly be so formidabje 
as those which fancy paints instead of it.” 

“ But would it be possible,” inquired her cousin, “ to 
restore this dark picture to its pristine hues.^” 

“ Such arts are known in Italy,” saidjAlice. 

The Lieutenant Governor had roused himself from 
his abstracted mood, and listened with a smile to the 
conversation of his young relatives. Yet his voice had 
something peculi.ar in Ps tones, when he undertook the 
explanation of the mystery. 

“ I am sorry, Alice, to destroy your faith in the 
legends of which you are so fond,” remarked he; “ but 
my antiquarian researches have long since made me 
acquainted with the subject of this picture—if picture 
it can be called—which is no more visible, nor ever will 
be, than the face of the long buried man whom it once 
represented. It was the portrait of Edward RaMolph, 
the founder of this house, a person famous in the history 
of New England.” ‘ 

“Of that Edward Randolph,” exclaimed,-Capta'n. 
Lincoln, “ who obtained the repeal of the first^rovin- 
cial charter, under which our forefathers had enjoyed 
almost democratic privileges! He that i^was styled 
the arch-enemy of New England, and whose memory 
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is still held in detestation as the destroyer of our liber;^ 
ties!" 

, “ U was the same Randolph,” answered Hutchinson, 

moving uneasily in his chair. “It was his lot to taste 
the bitterness of popular cdium.” 

,“Our annals tell us,” continued the Captain of Castle 
William, “ that the curse of .the people followed this 
Randolph where he went, and wrought evil in all the 
subsequent events of his life, and that its effect was 
seen likewise in the manner of his death. They say, 
too, that the inward misery of that curse worked itself 
outwardo and was visible on the wretched man’s coun¬ 
tenance, making it too horrible to be looked u^on. If 
so^ and if this picture truly represented his aspect, it was in 
mercy that the cloud of blackhess had gathered over it.” 

“ These traditions arc folly to one who has proved, as I 
have, how little of historic truth lies at the bottom,” said 
the Lieutenant Cfovernor. “As regards the life and 
character of Edward Randolph, too implicit credence has 
been given to Dr. Cotton Mather, who—J must say it, 
though some of his blood runs in my veins—has filled 
our early history with old womcn^s tales, as fanciful and 
extravagant as those of Greece or Rome.” 

“And yet,” whispered Alice Vane, “may not such 
fables have a moral? And, methinks, if the visage of 
this portrait be so dreadful, it is not without a cause that 
it has hung so long in a chamber of the Province House. 
When the rulers feel themselves irresponsible, it were 
well that they should be reminded of the awful weight of 
a people’s curse.” 

The Xieutenant Governor started, and gazed for a 
moment at his niece, as if her girlish fantasies had struck 
sogfw feeling in his own breast, which all his policy 
or principles could not entirely subdue. He knew, in¬ 
deed, that Alice, in spite of her foreign education, retained 
4j}e native sympathies of a New England girL 
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■ I'eace, siiiy cjfild,” cried he, at last more harshly 
than he had ever l^fo^ addressed the gentle Alice. 
“ The rebuke of a king is more to be dreaded thag the^, 
clamor of a wild, misguided multitude. Captain Lincoln, 
it is decided. The fortress erf Castle William must be 
occupied by the Royal trflbps. The two remainijpg 
regiments shall be*billQ|ed in the town, or encamped 
upon the Common. It is time, after years of tumult, and 
almost rebellion, that his majesty’s government should 
l?ave a wall of strength •bout it.” 

“ Trust, sir—trust yet a while to the loyalty of the 
people,” said Captain Lincoln ; “ nor teach tj^em that 
they can ever be on other terms with British soldiers 
than those of brotherhood, as when they fought side Joy 
side through the French w.lr. Do not convert the streets 
of your native town into a camp. Think twice before you 
give up old Castle William, the key of the province, into 
other keeping than that of true-born >ft;w Englanders.” 

“Young man, it is decided,” repeated Hutchinson, 
risiag from his chair. “ A British officer will be in 
attendance this evening, to receive the necessary instruc¬ 
tions for the disposal of the troops. Your presence also 
will be required. Till then, farewell. 

With these words the Lieutenant Governor hastily 
left the room, while Alice and her cousin more slowly 
followed, whispering together, and once pausing to glance 
back at the mysterious picture. The Captain of Castle 
William fancied that the girl’s air and mien were such as 
might have belonged to one of those spirits of fable— 
fairies, or creatures of a more antique mythology—who 
sometimes mingled their agency with mortal affairs, half 
in caprice, yet with a sensibility to human weal or woe. 
As he held the door for her to pass, Alice beij 5 onct<f’ to 
the picture and smiled. 

“Come forth, dark and evil Shape 1 ” cri|d she. “ It 
is thine hour 1 ” 
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In the evening, Lieutenant Governor Hutchinson 
in the same chamber whcrc'jthe foregoing scene had 
occurred, surroui^^ed by several persons whose various 
interests had summoned them together. There were the 
Selectmen ,pf Boston, piain, patriarchal fathers of the 
people, excellent representatives of the old puritanical 
founders, whose sombre strength had stamped so deep an 
impress upon the New England character. Contrasting 
with these were one or two members of Council, ricljly 
dressed in the white wigs, the embroidered waistcoats 
and other magnificence of the time, and making a some¬ 
what ostentatious display of courtier-like ceremonial. In 
attendance, likewise, was a m.ajor of the British amiy, 
Awaiting the Lieutenant Governor’s orders for the landing 
of the troops, which still remained on board the transports. 
The Captain of Castle William stood beside Hutchinson’s 
chair, with foldec^arms, glancing rather haughtily at the 
British officer, by whom he was soon to be su|)crseded 
in his command. On a table, in the centre of the chamber, 
stood a branched silver candlestick, throwing dowrt‘ the 
glow of half a dozen wax lights ^5on a<pnpcr apparently 
ready for the Lieutenant Governor’s signature. 

Partly shrouded in the voluminous folds of one of the 
window curtains, which fell from the ceiling to the floor, was 
seen the white drapery of a I.ady’s robe. It m.iy appear 
strange that Alice Vane should have been there at such a 
time ; but there was something so childlike, so wayward, 
in her singular character, so apart from ordinary rules, 
that lv»r presence did not surprise the few who noticed it. 
Meantime, the chairman of the Selectmen was address¬ 
ing to the Lieutenant Governor a long and solemn protest 
against t^e reception of the British troops into the town. 

“■And if your Honor,” concluded this excellent, but 
somewhat prosy old gentleman, “ shall see fit to persist 
in bringing^ these mercenary sworders and musketeers 
kilo our quiet Streets, not on our heads be the responsi- 
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llility. Think, sir, while there is yet time, that if one 
drop of blood be sheS, tt>at blood shall be an eternal 
stain upon your Honor’s memory. ^ You, sir, have 
written with an able pen the deeds of our forefathers. 
The more to be desired is itf therefore, t^at yourself 
should deserve honorable me"iition, as a true patriot anji 
upright ruler, when •youi«» own doings shall be written 
down in history.” 

I am not insensible, my good sir, to the natural 
desire to stand welt in thte annals of my country,” replied 
Hutchinson, controlling his impatience into courtesy, 
“nor know I any better method of attaining Uiat end 
than b>^ withstanding the merely temporary spirit of 
mischief, which, with your pardon, seems to have i»- 
fected elder men than myself. Would you have me wait 
till the mob shall sack the Province House, as they did 
my private mansion.^ Trust me, sir, the time may come 
when you will be glad to (lee for protec*tion to the King’s 
banner, the raising of which is now so distasteful to 
you.*’ • 

“ Yes,” said ,»\ie British major, who was impatiently 
expecting the Lieutenant Governor’s orders. “ The 
demagogues of this Province have raised the devil, and 
cannot lay him again. We will exorcise him, in God’s 
name and the King’s.” 

“ If you meddle with the devil, take care of his 
claws ! ” answered the Captain of Castle William, stirred 
by the taunt against his countrymen. 

“ Craving your pardon, young sir,” said the venerable 
Selectman, “ let not an evil spirit enter into your words. 
We will strive against the oppressor withtprayer and. 
fasting, as our forefathers would have done. Like themi 
moreover, we will submit to whatever lot a wise Pfovi- 
dence may send us,—always after our own best exertions 
to amend it.” 

“ And there peep forth the devil’s clsAvs i" muttered- 
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Hutchinson, who well understood the nature of Purita^ 
submission. “ This matter sh§ll iJb expedited forthwith. 
When there shal^be a sentinel at every corner, and a 
court of guard before the town house, a loyal gentleman 
^ay venturj to walk abrifcd. What to me is the outcry 
of a mob, in this remote province of the realm? The King 
is my master, and England is«ny •ountry ! Upheld by 
their armed strength, I set my foot upon the rabble, and 
defy them ! ” 

He snatched a pen, and was about to affix his sig¬ 
nature to the paper that lay on the table, when the 
Captain*of Castle William placed his hand upon his 
shoulder. The freedom of the action, so contrary to the 
cSremonious respect which was then considlffeJ due to 
rank and dignity, awakcne3 general surprise, and in 
none more than in the Lieutenant (Governor himself. 
Looking angrily^p, he perceived that his young relative 
was pointing his finger to the opposite wall. Hutchin¬ 
son’s eye followed the signal; and he saw, what had 
hitherto been unobserved, that a black ^ilk curtainpwas 
suspended before the mysterioustpictunc^so as completely 
to conceal it. His thoughts immediately recurred to the 
scene of the preceding afternoon ; and, in his surprise, 
confused by indistinct emotions, yet sensible that his 
niece must have had an .agency in this phenomenon, ho 
called loudly upon her. 

“Alice !—come hither, Alice !” 

No sooner had he spoken than Alice Vane glided from 
her st^on, and pressing one h.and across her eyes, with 
the other snatched away the sable curtain that concealed 
> the portraiu An exclamation of surprise burst from 
ev^ry beholder; but the Lieutenant Governor’s voice 
^ad a. t«ne of horror. 

“ By Heaven,” said he, in a low, inward murmur, 
speaking rather to himself than to those around him, “if 
S^e spirit of fetfward Randolph were to appear among us 
3 12 
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f^m the place of torment, he could not wear more of the 
terrors of hell upon hisfa^e ! ” 

“For some wise end,” said the aged Selectman, sol¬ 
emnly, “hath Providence scattered away the mist of 
years that had so long hid this dreadful effigy. Until 
this hour no living man hath Seen what we behold ! ” ^ 

Within the antique frame, which so recently had 
enclosed a sable waste of canvas, now appeared a visible 
pic^ire, still dark, indeed, in its hues and shadings, but 
thrown forward in strorjg relief. It was a half-length 
figure of a gentleman in a rich, but very old-fashioned 
dress of embroidered velvet, with a broad ruff and a 
beard, and wearing a bat, the brim of which over¬ 
shadowed iHy forehead. Beneath this cloud the eyes ha<l 
a peculiar glare, which was“ahnost lifelike. The whole 
portrait started so distinctly out of the background, that 
it had the effect of a person looking down from the wall 
at the astonished and awe-stricken spectators. The 
expression of the face, if any words can convey an idea 
of it^wasthat o^a wretch detected in some hideous guilt, 
and exposed to»-tf,ie biyer hatred, and laughter, and 
withering scorn, of a vast surrounding multitude. There 
was the struggle of defiance, beaten down and over¬ 
whelmed by the crushing weight of ignominy. The 
torture of the soul had come forth upon the countenance. 
It seemed as if the picture, while hidden behind the 
cloud of immemorial years, had been all the time acquir¬ 
ing an intenser depth and darkness of expression, till 
now it gloomed forth again, and threw its evil omen 
over the present hour. Such, if the wild legend ftiay be 
credited, was the portrait of Edward Randplph, as he 
appeared when a people’s curse had wrought its influence 
upon his nature. 

“ 'Twould drive me mad — that awful face 1 • said 
Hutchinson, who seemed fascinated by the contemplation 
of it 
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“ Ce warned, then ! ” whispered Alice. “ I!c tr.impled 
on a people’s rights. Behold his punishment—.nnd .avoft 
a ejime like his ! ” 

The Lieutenant Governor actually trembled for an 
instant; but, exerting hi^ energy—which was not, how¬ 
ever, his m^t charactciistK feature—he strove to shake 
olf the spell of Randolph’s cougtcnajice. 

“ Girl ! ” cried he, laughing bitterly, as he turned to 
Alice, “have you brought hither your painter’s art—your 
Italian spirit of intrigue—your tricks of stage cfTcei— 
and think to influence the councils of rulers and the 
affairs of nations by such sh.allow contrivances I See 
here ! ” 

“Stay yet a while,” said the Sclcctm.an, ai,gHfftchinson 
again snatched the pen ; “fo*if ever mortal man received 
a warning from a tormented soul, your Honor is that 
man ! ” 

“Away!” annsvered Hutchinson fiercely. “Though 
yonder senseless picture cried ‘ Forbear I ’ — it should 
not move me ' ” 

Casting a scowl of defiance at the pictured tacc 
(which seemed, at that momerft, to iffCbnsify the horror 
of its miserable and wickcrl look), he scrawled on the 
paper, in characters that betokened it a deed of despera¬ 
tion, the name of Thomas Hutchinson. Then, it is said 
he shuddered, as if that signature had granted away his 
s.alvation. 

“ It is done,” said he ; and placed his hand upon his 
brow. 

“ M*y Heaven forgive the deed,” said the soft, sad 
accents of^Alice Vane, like the voice of a good spirit 
flitting away. 

' •Wheg*moming came there was a stifled whisper 
through the household, and spreading thence about the 
town, that the dark, mysterious picture had started from 
the wall, ank ^oken face to face with Lieutenant Cover* 
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nor Hutchinson. JlF such a miracle had been wrought, 
However, no traces of te remained behind ; for, within the 
antique frame, nothing could be discerned, save ^the 
impenetrable cloud, which had covereS the canvas since 
the memory of man. If the figure had, indeed, stepped 
forth, it had fled back, spirit«like, at the dSydawn, and 
hidden itself behind, a c^tury’s obscurity. The truth 
probably was, that Alice Vane’s secret for restoring the 
hues of the picture had merely effected a temporary 
renbvation. But those ^who, in that brief interval, had 
beheld the awful visage of Edward Randolph, desired no 
second glance, and ever afterwards trembled at the 
recollection of the scene, as if an evil spirit had appeared 
visibly aflibi.'g them. And as for Hutchinson, when, 
over the ocean, his dying hour drew on, he gasped for 
breath, and complained that he was choking with the 
blood of the Boston Massacre ; and Francis Lincoln, the 
former Captain of Castle William, who'was standing at 
his bedside, perceived a likeness in his frenzied look to 
thatpf Edward J<andolph. Did his broken spirit feel, at 
that dread hour, the tremendous burden of a People’s 
curse? 


At the conclusion of this miraculous legend, I inquired 
of mine host whether the picture still remained in the 
chamber over our heads ; but Mr. Tiffany informed me 
that it had long since been removed, and was supposed 
to be hidden in some out-of-the-way corner of tHb New 
England Museum. Perchance some curious antiquary 
may light upon it there, and, with the assistance of Mr. 
Howorth, the picture cleaner, may supply a'’not un¬ 
necessary proof of the authenticity of the facts here’ set 
down. During the progress of the story a storm had 
been gathering abroad, and raging and ra'tUng so loudly 
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in the upper regions of th^ Pfovince House, that it 
seyned as if all the old governors and great men were 
running riot abov^ stairs, while Mr. Bela Tiffany babbled 
of them below. In the course of generations, when many 
'people havl lived and dltd in an ancient house, the 
whistling of the wind through ii^ crannies, and the 
creaking of its beams and rafters, become strangely like 
the tones of the human voice, or thundering laughter^ or 
heavy footsteps treading the dgserted chambers. It is 
as if the echoes of half a century were revived. Such 
were th^ ghostly sounds that roared and murmured in 
our ears, when I took leave of the circle round tlic 
fg-cside of the Province House, and plungiHf^Jown the 
door steps, fought my way Hbmeward against a drifting 
snow storm. 



LEGENDS OF THE PROVINCE HOUSE. 

III. 

LADY ELEANORe’S MANTLE. 

Mine %xWIent friend, the landlord of the Province 
House, was pleased, the ether evening, to invite Mr. 
Tiffany and myself to an oyster supper. This slight 
mark of respect and gratitude, as he handsomely ob¬ 
served, was far less than the ingenious*tale-teller, and 1, 
the humble note-taker of his narr.atives, had fairly earned, 
by ^he public ^notice which our joint lucubrations had 
attracted to his establishment. Many a cigar had been 
smoked within ITis prerfiises — many a glass of wine, or 
more potent aqua vitte, had been quaffed — many a 
dinner had been eaten by curious strangers, who, save 
for the fortunate conjunction of Mr. Tiffany and me, 
would never have ventured through that darksome 
avenue, which gives access to the historic precincts of the 
Province House. In short, if any credit be due to the 
courteous assurances of Mr. Thomas Waite, we had 
brought his forgotten mansion almost as effectually into 
public view as if we had thrown down the vulgar range 
of shoe shops and dry goods stores, which hides itrf 
aristocratic front from Washington Street. <it may b“. 
unadvisable, however, to speak too loudly ot the in¬ 
creased custom of the house, lest Mr. Waite should find 
it difficult to renew the lease on so fayoiuble terms as 
heretofore. 
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Being thus welcomed as b(yiefactors, neither Mr. 
Tiffany nor myself felt any scfuple in doing full justice to 
tlft good things that were set before us. If the feast 
were less magnificent than those same panelled walls 
had witnessed, in a &y^gone century — if mine host 
presided with somewhat less of state, than might have 
befitted a successor of th? roy^l Ciovcrnors—if the 
guests made a less imposing show than the bewigged, 
and powdered, and embroidered dignitaries, who,erst 
banqueted at the gubernaloft.aI table, and now sleep 
within their armorial tombs on Copp’s Hill, or round 
King’^ Chapel—yet never, I may boldly say, did a 
more comfortable little party assemble Province 

House, from Queen Anna’s days to the Revolution. 
The occasion was rendered more interesting by the 
presence of a venerable personage, whoso own actual 
reminiscences ^ent back to the epoch of (l.igc and Howe, 
and even supplied him with a doubtful anecdote or two 
of Hutchinson. He was one of that small, and now all 
but extinguished class, whose attachmeflt to royalt*y, and 
to the colonial institutions a»d cus*6%ns that were con¬ 
nected with it, had never yielded to the democratic 
heresies of after times. The young queen of Britain has 
not a more loyal subject in her realm—perhaps not one 
who would kneel before her throne with such reverential 
love—as this old grandsirc, whose head has whitened 
beneath the mild sway of the Republic, which still, in his 
mellower moments he terms a usurpation. Yet pre¬ 
judices so obstinate have not made him an ungentle or 
impracticable companion. If the truth must be told, the 
life of thi aged loyalist has been of such a scrambling 
and unaettled character—he has had so little choice of 
frftndl, and been so often destitute of any—that I doubt 
whether be would refuse a cup of kindness with either 
Oliver Cn'^well or John Hancock; to say nothing of 
any democrat now upon the stage. In another paper of 
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this series, I may perhaps give the reader a closer 
glimpse of his portrait. 

Our host, in due season, uncorked a hpttle of Madeira, 
of such exquisite perfume and admirable flavor, that he 
surely must have discovered it \n an ancien^ bin, down 
deep beneath the deepest cellar, where some jolly old 
butler stored away the Obvernor’s choicest wine, and 
forgot to reveal the secret on his death bed. Peace 
to lys red-nosed ghost, and a libation to his memory ! 
This precious liquor was* imbibed by Mr. Tiffany with 
peculiar zest : and, after sipping the third glass, it was 
his pleasure to give us one of the oddest legend* which 
he had ^t raked from the storehouse, where he keeps 
such matters. ' With some suitable adornments from mj> 
own fancy, it ran pretty much as follows. 


L 

Not long after Colonel Shute had assumed the govern¬ 
ment of Massachusetts Bay, now nearly a hundred and 
twenty years ago, a young lady of rank and fortune 
arrived from England, t«' claim his protection as her 
guardian. He was her distant relative, but the nearest 
who had survived the gradual extinction of her family ; 
so that no more eligible shelter could be found for the 
rich and high-born lady Elcanore Rochcliffe, than within 
the Province House of a transatlantic colony. The 
consort of Governor Shute, moreover, had been as a 
mother to her childhood, and was now anxious to receive 
her, in the hope that a beautiful young woman wotild be 
exposed to infinitely less peril from the primitive society 
of New England, than amid the artifices and Corruptions 
of a court. If either the Governor or his l«dy h^ 
especially consulted their own comfort, they®wcfald 
probably have sought to devolve the responsibility on 
other hands ; since, with some noble and sp^ndid traits 
of character, Lady Eleanore was remarkable for a harsh,' 
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unyielding pride, a haughty consciousness of her herc<Ji- 
tary and personal advantage*, v^ich made her almost 
iniJhpable of control. Judging from many traditionary 
anecdotes, this peculiar temper was hardly less than a 
monomanii^; or, if the ac^s which it inspired were those 
«f a sane person, it seemed due from Providence that 
pride so sinful should be Tollo^ed by as severe a 
retribution. That tinge of the marvellous, which is 
thrown over so many of these half-forgotten legends, 
has probably imparted an additional wildness to the 
strange story of Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe. 

The%hip in which she came passenger had arrived 
at Newport, whence Lady Eleanore was^<M[kycycd to 
Boston in the Governor’s ^oach, attended^by a small 
escort of gentlemen on horseback. The ponderous 
equipage, with its four black horses, .attracted much 
notice as it ruybled through Cornhill, surrounded by 
the prancing steeds of half a dozen cavaliers, with swords 
dangling to their stirrups .and pistols at their holsters. 
Through the large glass windows of the coach, as it 
rolled along, the people could Uiscernrtlie figure of Lady 
Eleanore, strangely combining an almost queenly stateli¬ 
ness with the grace and beauty of a maiden in her teens. 
A singular tale had gone abroad among the ladies of the 
province, that their fair rival was indebted for much of 
the irresistible charm of her appearance to a certain 
article of dress—an embroidered mantle—which had 
been wrought by the most skilful artist in London, and 
possessed even magical properties of adornment. On 
the present occasion, however, she owed nothing to 
the witchety of dress, being clad in a riding habit of 
velvet, v»bich would have appeared stiff and ungraceful 
on%ny*other form. 

The coachman reined in his four black steeds, and the 
whole caval^de came to a pause in front of the contorted 
- iron balustrade that fenced the Province House from the 
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public street. It was^n awkward coincidence, that the 
bell of the Old South wa#just then tolling for a funeral; 
so that, instead of a gladsome peal with which it*was 
customary to announce the ^rrival of distinguished 
strangers. Lady Eleanore ^.ochcliffe was ‘ushered by» 
a doleful clang, as ifjcalamity had come embodied in h^r 
beautiful person. 

“ A very great disrespect! ” exclaimed Captain Lang- 
fosd, an English officer, who had recently brought 
despatches to Governof Shutc. “The funeral should 
have been deferred, lest Lady Elcanore’s spirits be 
affected by such a dismal welcome.” 

“With* 4 j^ur pardon, sir,” replied Doctor Clarke, a 
physician, and a famous clvampion of the popular party, 

“ whatever the heralds may pretend, a dead beggar must 
have precedence of a living queen. King Death confers 
high privileges.” 

These remarks were interchanged while the speakers 
waited a passage through the crowd, which had gathered 
on each side of the gateway, leaving an open avenue to 
the portal of tho I’rovioce House. A black slave in 
livery now leaped from behind the coach, and threw open 
the door; while at the same moment Governor Shute 
descended the flight of steps from his mansion, to assist 
Lady Eleanore in alighting, but the Governor’s stately 
approach was anticipated in a manner that excited 
general astonishment. A pale young man, with his black 
hair all in disorder, rushed from the throng, and pros¬ 
trated himself beside the coach, thus offering hi»^erson 
as a footstool for Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe to tread 
upon. She held back an instant; yet with an ex¬ 
pression as if doubting whether the young man w«re» 
worthy to bear the weight of her footstep, rattier ftian 
dissatisfied to receive such awful reverence from a 
fellow-mortal. 

“Up, sir,” said the Governor, sternly, at the same' ' 
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:itne lifting his cane over the int|jidcr. “ What mcaUs 
Lhe Bedlamite by this freak ? ”• 

A 

"^Nay,” answered Lady Elcanore playfully, but with 
more scorn than pity in Jjer tone, “ your Excellency shall 
not strike him. When mf n seek only to be trampled 
upon, it were a pity to deny thc^i a favor so easily 
granted—and so well deservea ! ” 

Then, though as lightly as a sunbeam on a cloud, she 
placed her foot upon the cowering form, and extciulcd 
her hand to meet that of the*Governor. There was a 
brief interval, during which Lady Eleanorc retained this 
attitude ; and never, surely, was there an aptcr emblem 
yf aristocracy and hereditary pride, tramplm^j*^! human 
sympathies and the kindred of nature, than these two 
figures presented at that moment. Yet the spectators 
were so smitten with her beauty, and so essential did 
pride seem to tlje existence of such a creature, that tlrcy 
gave a simultaneous acclamation of apphiusc. 

“ Who is this insolent young fellow? ” inquired Captain 
Langford, who still remained beside DoAor Clarke? “ If 
he be in his senses, his impertinence dv-mands the bastin¬ 
ado. If mad. Lady Eleanore should be secured 'from 
further inconvenience by his confinement. 

“His name is Jervase Helwyse,” answered the Doctor— 
“ a youth of no birth or fortune, or other advantages, 
save the mind and soul that nature g.ave him ; and being 
secretary to our colonial agent in London, it was his 
misfortune to meet this Lady Eleanore Kochcliflfe. He 
loved»her—and her scorn has driven him mad.” 

“ He was mad so to aspire,” observed the English 
officer. 

' It Itiay be so,” said Doctor Clarke, frowning as he 
spolcf? “ But I tell you, sir, I could well nigh doubt 
the justice of the Heaven above us, if no signal humilai- 
tion overt^k^ this lady, who now treads so haughtily 
into yonder mansion, She seeks to place herself above 
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Ihe sympathies of ou;* common nature, which envelops 
all human souls. See, iP that nature do not assert its 
claim over her in some mode that shall bring her level 
with the lowest! ” 

“Never!” cried Captain, Langford, indignantly—^ 
“neither in life, nor when they lay her with her 
ancestors.” ‘ 

Not many days afterwards the Governor gave a ball 
in Jhonor of Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe. The principal 
gentry of the colony ret:eived invitations, which were 
distributed to their residences, far and near, by messen¬ 
gers on horseback, bearing missives sealed with all the 
formality-^f official despatches. In obedience to thf 
summons, tliere was a funeral gathering of rank, 
wealth, and beauty ; and the wide door of the Province 
House had seldom given admittance to more numerous 
and honorable guests than on the c'cning of Lady 
Eleanore’s ball. Without much extravagance of eulogy, 
the spectacle might even be termed splendid; for, 
acceding to th# fashion of the times, the ladies shone in 
rich silks and stAins, or..tspread over wide-projecting 
hoops ; and the gentlemen glittered in gold embroidery, 
laid unsparingly upon the purple, or scarlet, or sky-blue 
velvet, which was the material of their coats and waist¬ 
coats. The latter article of dress was of great impor¬ 
tance, since it enveloped the wearer’s body nearly to the 
knees, and was perhaps bedizened with the amount of 
his whole year’s income, in golden flowers and foliage. 
The altered taste of the present day—a taste symbslic of 
a deep change in the whole system of society—would 
look upon almost any of those gorgeous figures as ridicu¬ 
lous ; although that evening the guests sought thei. 
reflections in the pier glasses, and rejoiced to catcK their 
own glitter amid the glittering crowd. What a pity that 
one of the stately mirrors has not preserve^ a picture of 
the scene, which, by the very traits that w-ere so transitory 
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might have taught us much that would be worth knowii\g 
and remembering! 

■^ould, at least, that cither pauucr or mirror could 
convey to us some faint idea of a garment, already 
noticed in this legend—tke Lady Eleanore’s embroidered 
^jantle—which the gossips •\vhispered was invested with 
magic properties, so as to lenc^a n^w and untried grace 
to her figure each time that she put it on ! Idle fancy as 
it is, this mysterious mantle has thrown an awe around 
my image of her, partly from its^blcd virtues, and partly 
because it was the handiwork of a dying woman, and, 
perchai^e, owed the fantastic grace of its conception to 
the delirium of approaching death. 

■ After the ceremonial greetings had bccif paul. Lady 
Eleanore Rochcliffc stood ap^rt from the mob of guests, 
insulating herself within a small and distinguished circle, 
to whom she accorded a more cordial favor than to the 
general throng, ^'he wa.xcn torches threw their radiance 
vividly over the scene, bringing out its brilliant points in 
strong relief; but she gazed carelessly, ant] with now»and 
then an expression of weariness or scorn, tempered with 
such feminine grace, that her aiitlitors scarcely perceived 
the moral deformity of which it was the utterance. She 
beheld the spectacle not with vulgar ridicule, as disdain¬ 
ing to be pleased with the provincial mockery of a court 
festival, but with the deeper scorn of one whose spiiit 
held itself too high to participate in the enjoyment of 
other human souls. Whether or no the recollections of 
those who saw her that evening were influenced by the 
strange* events with which she was subsequently con¬ 
nected, so was that her figure ever after recurred to 
them as marked by something wild and unnatural; 
&l&QUg^*at the time, the general whisper was of her 
exceeding beauty, and of the indescribable charm which 
her mantle threw around her. Some close observers, in¬ 
deed, detected a feverish flush and alternate paleness of 
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<jpuntenance, with a corresponding flow and revulsion of 
spirits, and once or twice a painful and helpless betrayal 
of lassitude, as if she were on the point of sinking to the 
ground. Then, with a nervous shudder, she seemeS to 
arouse her energies, and threw isome bright and playful, 
yet half-wicked sarcasm into* the conversatlbn. There 
was so strange a char£^cteristic in her manners and 
sentiments, that it astonished every right-minded listener; 
till looking in her face, a lurking and incomprehensible 
glance and smile perples^d them with doubts both as to 
her seriousness and sanity. Gradually, Lady Eleanore 
Rochcliffe’s circle grew smaller, till only four gentlemen 
remained in it. These were Captain Langford, the 
English' oiiK-.r before mentioned; a Virginian planter, 
who had come to Massachusetts on some political 
errand; a young Episcopal clergyman, the grandson of 
a British Earl ; and lastly, the private secretary of 
Governor Shuic, whose obsequiousness had won a sort 
of tolerance from Lady Eleanore. 

At different, periods of the evening the liveried 
servants of the^^Province House passed among the 
guests, bearing huge tr.ays of refreshments, and French 
and Spanish wines. Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe, who 
refused to wet her beautiful lips even with a bubble of 
Champagne, had sunk back into a large damask chair, 
apparently overwearied either with the excitement of the 
scene or its tedium ; and while, for an instant, she was 
unconscious of voices, laughter, and music, a young man 
stole forward, and knelt down at her feet. He bore a 
salver in his hand, on which was a chased silvel' goblet, 
filled to the brim with wine, which he, offered as 
reverentially as to a crowned queen, or rather with the 
awful devotion of a priest doing sacrifice tef ^s idol. 
Conscious that some one touched her robe, Lady 
Eleanore started, and unclosed her eyes upon the pale, 
wild features and dishevelled hair of Jervaae Helwyse. 
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“ Why do you ha\int me thus ? ” said she, in a languidly 
tone, but with a kindlier feeing* than she ordinarily 
permitted herself to express. “ They tell me that I have 
done you harm.” 

“ Heaven knows if that^be so,” replied the young man 
solemnly. But, Lady Ei’eanorc, in requital of that 
harm, if such there be, and fey yoJr own earthly and 
heavenly welfare, I pray you to take one sip of this holy 
wine, and then to pass the goblet round among the 
guests. And this shall be a sj^mbol that you have not 
sought to withdraw yourself from the chain of human 
sympathkis — which whoso would shake off must keep 
company with fallen angels.” 

•’“Where has this mad fellow stolen that*sadi%mental 
vessel?” exclaimed the Episdbpal clergyman. 

This question drew the notice of the guests to the 
silver cup, which was recognized as appertaining to the 
communion plait? of the Old .South Church ; and, for 
aught that could be known, it was brimming over with 
the consecrated wine. 

“ Perhaps it is poisoned,” hajf whisgereu me gover¬ 
nor’s secretary. 

“Pour it down the villain’s throat!” cried the Vir¬ 
ginian, fiercely. 

“ Turn him out of the house I ” cried Captain Lang¬ 
ford, seizing Jervase Helwyse so roughly by the shoulder 
that the sacramental cup was overturned, and its contents 
sprinkled upon Lady Eleanore’s mantle. “Whether 
knave, fool, or Bedlamite, it is intolerable that the fellow 
should go at large.” 

“ Pray, gentlemen, do my poor admirer no harm,” said 
L^dy Eleanore, with a faint and weary smile. “ Take 
^imsoubof my sight, if such be your pleasure ; for I can 
find in my heart to do nothing but laugh at him— 
whereas, in all decency and conscience, it would become 
<tae to weep li6r*the mischief I have wrought! ” 
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But while the bystanders were attempting to lead 
away the unfortunate•yoijng man, he broke from them, 
and with a wild, impassioned earnestness, offered a«iew 
and equally strange petition to Lady Eleanore. It was 
no other than that she shoufli throw off, the mantle^ 
which, while he pressed the silver cup of wine upon h«r, 
she had drawn mo\e closely around her form, so as 
almost to shroud herself within it. 

“Cast it from you!” e.xclaimed Jervase Helwyse, 
clasping his hands in an agony of entreaty. “ It may 
not yet be too late ! Give the accursed garment to the 
flames ! ” ^ 

But Lady Eleanore, with a laugh of scorn, drew the 
rich folcls of the embroidered mantle over her head, m 
such a fashion as to give a completely new aspect to her 
beautiful face, which — half hidden, half revealed — 
seemed to belong to some being of mysterious character 
and purposes. 

“ Farewell, Jervase Helwyse!” said she. “ Keep my 
image in your remembrance, as you behold it now.” 

“ Alas, lady ! ” Jje repligd, in a tone no longer wild, but 
sad as a funeral bell. “We must meet shortly, when 
your face may wear another aspect — and that shall be 
the image that must abide within me.” 

He made no more resistance to the violent efforts of 
the gentlemen and servants, who almost dragged him 
out of the apartment, and dismissed him roughly from 
the iron gate of the Province House. Captain Langford, 
who had been very active in this affair, was returning to 
the presence of Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe, when he 
encountered the physician. Doctor Clarke, with whom he 
had held some causal talk on the day of h^ arrival. 
The Doctor stood apart, separated from Lady Eleaaore 
by the width of the room, but eyeing her with such keen 
sagacity, that Captain Langford involuntarily gave him 
credit for the discovery of some deep secret.* 
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“ You appear to be smitten, after all, with the charm% 
of this queenly maiden,” said j>e, %oping thus to draw 
fortlk the physician’s hidden knowledge. 

* God forbid ! ” answered Doctor Clarke, with a grave 
smile; “and if you be vflse you will put up the same 
prayer for yourself. Woe tt> those who shall be smitten 
by this beautiful Lady Eleanoae! ^ut yonder stands 
the Governor—and I have a word or two for his private 
ear. Good night! ” ^ 

He accordingly advanced tea Governor Shute, and 
addressed him in so low a tone that none of the by¬ 
standers could catch a word of what he said ; although 
the sudden change of his Excellency’s hitherto cheerful 
vimge betokened that the communication ccffSld be of no 
agreeable import. A very few moments afterwards, it 
was announced to the guests that an unforeseen circum¬ 
stance rendered it necessary to put a premature close to 
the festival. 

The ball at the Province House supplied a topic of 
conversation for the colonial metropolis,/or some dtiys 
after its occurrence, and might ijill longer have been the 
general theme, only that a subject of all-engrossing 
interest thrust it, for a time, from the public recollection. 
This was the appearance of a dreadful epidemic, which, 
in that age, and long before and afterwards, was wont to 
slay its hundreds and thousands, on both sides of the 
Atlantic. On the occasion of which we speak, it was 
distinguished by a peculiar virulence, insomuch that it 
has left its traces—its pit marks, to use an appropriate 
figure—on the histdry of the country, the affairs of which 
jyere thrown into confusion by its ravages. At first, 
unlike its ordinary course, the disease seemed to confine 
As^l&to the higher circles of society, selecting its victims 
from among the proud, the well born and the wealthy, 
entering unabashed into stately chambers, and lying 
4awn with thtf lumberers in silken beds. Some of the 
4 12 
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^ost distinguished guests of the Province House—even 
those whom the hau^tj^Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe had 
deemed not unworthy of her favor—were stricken by»this 
fatal scourge. It was noticed, with an ungenerous bitter¬ 
ness of feeling, that the four gentlemen—the Virginian^ 
the British officer, the young clergyman, and the Gover¬ 
nor’s secretary—wh'b ha(i been her most devoted attend¬ 
ants on the evening of the ball, were the foremost on 
whom the plague stroke fell. But the disease, pursuing 
its onward progress, s»on ceased to be e.xclusively a 
prerogative of aristocracy. Its red brand was no longer 
conferred, like a noble’s star, or an order of kn’^hthood. 
It threaded its way through the narrow and crooked 
streets, hrid'vntered the low, mean, darksome dwellings, 
and laid its hand of death upon the artisans and laboring 
classes of the town. It compelled rich and poor to feel 
themselves brethren, then ; and stalking to and fro across 
the Three Hills, with a fierceness whifh made it almost 
a new pestilence, there was that mighty conqueror—that 
scoRrge and hijirror of our forefathers—the Small Pox ! 

We cannot e^imate .the affright which this plague 
inspired of yore, by contemplating it as the fangless 
monster of the present day. We must remember, rather, 
with what awe we watched the gigantic footsteps of the 
Asiatic cholera, striding from shore to shore of the 
Atlantic, and marching like destiny upon cities far 
remote, which flight had already half depopulated. 
There is no other fear so horrible and unhumanizing, 
as that which makes man dread to breathe Heaven’s 
vital air, lest it be poison, or to grasp the hand of a 
brother or friend, lest the gripe of pestilence shouli\, 
clutch him. Such was the dismay that now followed 
in the track of the disease, or ran before it tKgoughout 
the town. Graves were hastily dug, and the pestilential 
relics as hastily covered, because the dead were enemies 
of the living, and strove to draw them* headlong, as i& 
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were, into their own dismal pit. The public councHs 
were suspended, as if mortal wiscfom might relinquish its 
devices, now that an unearthly usurper had found his 
way into the ruler’s mansion. Had an enemy’s fleet been 
hovering og the coast, or, hi* armies trampling on our 
^il, the people would probably h.ave committed their 
defence to that same direful ciJhqueror, who had wrought 
their own calamity, and would permit no interference 
with his sway. This conqueror had a symbol of#his 
triumphs. It was a blood-red fl.ag, th.at fluttered in the 
tainted air, over the door of every dwelling into which 
the Sm!lll Pox had entered. 

Such a banner was long since waving ovcr,4bc portal 
<Jf the Province House ; fo; thence, as was proved by 
tracking its footsteps back, had all this dreadful mischief 
issued. It had been traced back to a lady’s luxurious 
chamber—to the proudest of the itrond—to her that was 
so delicate, and hardly owned herself of earthly mould— 
to the haughty one, who took her stand above human 
sympathies—to Lady Elcanore ! Thci*e remainc3 no 
room for doubt, that the con*igion had lurked in that 
gorgeous mantle, which threw so strange a gr.ace around 
her at the festival. Its fantastic splendor had been con¬ 
ceived in the delirious br.ain of a woman on her death 
bed, and was the last toil of her stiffening fingers, which 
had interwoven fate and misery with its golden threads. 
This dark tale, whispered at first, was now bruited far 
and wide. The people raved against the Lady Eleanorc, 
and crjpd out that her pride and scorn h.ad evoked a 
fiend, and that, between them both, this monstrous evil 
had been Born. At times, their rage and despair took 
■thP semblance of grinning mirth ; and whenever the red 
fla^of the pestilence was hoisted over another, and yet 
another door, they clapped their hands and shouted 
through the streets, in bitter mockery : “ Behold a new 
*triumph for fbe Lady Eleanore 1" 
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•One day, in the midst of these dismal times, a wild 
figure approached the port«l of the Province House, and 
folding his arms, stood contemplating the scarlet banrfCr, 
which a passing breeze shook fitfully, as if to fling abroad 
the contagion that it typified.^ ^t length, climbing one 
of the pillars by means of the iron balustrade, he took 
down the flag, and en'tercd^the mansion, waving it above 
his head. At the foot of the staircase he met the Gover¬ 
nor,* booted and spurred, with his cloak drawn around 
him, evidently on the point of setting forth upon a 
journey. 

“ Wretched lunatic, what do you seek here 1 ” exWaimed 
Shute, extending his cane to guard himself from contact. 
“ There is nothing here but .Death. Back—or you wilf 
meet him ! ” 

“ Death will not touch me, the banner-bearer of the 
pestilence !” cried Jervase Helwyse, shaking the red flag 
aloft. “ Death, and the Pestilence, who wears the aspect 
of the Lady Eleanore, will walk through the streets 
to-night, and P must march before them with this 
banner!” » . 

“Why do I waste words on the fellow?” muttered 
the Governor, drawing his cloak across his mouth. 
“What matters his miserable life, when none of us are 
sure of twelve hours’ breath? On, fool, to your own 
destruction ! ” 

He made way for Jervase Helwyse, who immediately 
ascended the staircase, but, on the first landing-place, 
was arrested by the firm grasp of a hand uppn his 
shoulder. Looking fiercely up, with a madman’s impulse 
to struggle with, and rend asunder his opponent, he 
found himself powerless beneath a calm, stem eyp, 
which possessed the mysterious property of <^elKng 
frenzy at its height. The person whom he had now 
encountered was the physician. Doctor Clarke, the 
duties of whose sad profession had led bim to the 
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Province House, where he was an infrequent guest jn 
more prosperous times. , • 

•“ Young man, what is your purpose ? ” demanded he. 

“I seek the Lady Eleanore," answered Jervase Hcl- 
wyse, submissively. * 

- “ All h.ave fled from her,” said the physician. “ Why 
do you seek her now ? 1 teil yoff, youth, her nurse fell 

death-stricken on the threshold of that fatal chamber. 
Know ye not, that never came such a curse to our shores 
as this lovely Lady Eleanore ?-*-that her breath has tilled 
the air with poison i"—that she has shaken pestilence and 
death aipon the land, from the folds of her accursed 
mantle?” 

• “ Let me look upon her ! ” rejoined ifie mad youth, 
more wildly. “ Let me bcfiold her, in her awful beauty, 
the regal g.arments of the pestilence ! She and Death 
sit on a throne together. Let me kneel down betorc 
them ! ” * 

“ Poor youth ! ” said Doctor Clarke ; and, moved by a 
deep sense of human weakness, a smile^f caustic humor 
curled his lip even then. “^Vilt thpu still worship the 
destroyer, and surround her im.age with fantasies the 
more magnificent, the more evil she has wrought ? 
Thus man doth ever to his tyrants ! Approach, then ! 
Madness, as I have noted, has that good effic.acy, that it 
will guard you from contagion—and perchance its own 
cure may be found in yonder chamber.” 

Ascending another flight of stairs, he threw open a 
door, and signed to Jervase Helwyse that he should 
enter. The poor lunatic, it seems probable, had cher¬ 
ished a delusion that his haughty mistress sat in state, 
f^iharmed herself by the pestilential influence, which, as 
by* eiwhantment, she scattered round about her. He 
dreamed, no doubt, that her beauty was not dimmed, 
but brightened into superhuman splendor. With such 
anticipations,*he stole reverentially to the door at which 
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tfee physician stood, but paused upon the threshold, 
gazing fearfully into th? glgom of the darkened chamber. 

“Where is the Lady Eleanore?” whispered he. 

“ Call her,” replied the physician. 

“Lady Eleanore!—Princess I— * Queen of Death !” cried 
Jervase Helwyse, advancing three steps into the chan*- 
ber. “ She is not liere h There on yonder table, I 
behold the sparkle of a diamond which once she wore 
upon her bosom. There”—and he shuddered—“there 
hangs her mantle, on wljiich a dead woman embroidered 
a spell of dreadful potency. Hut where is the I-ady 
Eleanore ? ” 

Something stirred within the silken curtains of a cano¬ 
pied bed ; anti a low moan was uttered, which, listening 
intently, Jervase Helwyse began to distinguish as a 
woman’s voice, complaining dolefully of thirst. He 
fancied, even, that he recognized its tones. 

“My throat;—my throat is scorched,'' murmured the 
voice. “ A drop of water ! ” 

“What thing art thou?” said the brain-stricken youth, 
drawing near the Jied an^ tearing asunder its curtains. 
“Whose voice hast thou stolen for thy murmurs and 
miserable petitions, as if Lady Eleanore could be con¬ 
scious of mortal infirmity? Fie! Heap of diseased 
mortality, why lurkest thou in my lady’s chamber?” 

“ O, Jervase Helwyse,” said the voice—and as it 
spoke, the figure contorted itself, struggling to hide its 
blasted face—“look not now on the woman you once 
loved 1 The curse of Heaven hath stricken me, because 
I would not call man my brother, nor woman sister. I 
wrapped myself in I’RIDE as in a mantle, asid scorned . 
the sympathies of nature; and therefore has natuje 
made this wretched body the medium of a dreadful 
sympathy. You are avenged—they are all avenged— 
Nature is avenged—for I am Eleanore TRochcliffe 1 ” 

The malice of his mental disease, the bitterness*’ 
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lurking at the bottom of his heart^mad as he was, for i 
blighted and ruined life, and love that had been paid 
witlf cruel scorn, awoke within the breast of Jerva3e Hel- 
wyse. He shook his finger at the wretched girl, and the 
•hamber echoed, the curtains of the bed were shaken 
with his outburst of insane merriment 

“Another triumph for the La’dy Eleanore ! ” he cried. 
“All have been her victims ! Who so worthy to be the 
final victim as herself?” 

Impelled by some new fantas^ of his crazed intellect, 
he snatched the fatal mantle, and rushed from the 
ch.amber and the house. That night, a procession 
passed, by torchlight, through the streets, l^ariu^^in the 
midst the figure of a woma*, enveloped with a richly- 
embroidered mantle ; while in advance stalked jervase 
Helwyse, waving the red flag of the pestilence. Arriving 
opposite the Province House, the mob burned the effigy, 
and a strong wind came and sw'cpt away the ashes. It 
was said, that, from that very hour, the irestilencc abated, 
as if its sway had some mysterious connection, from the 
first plague stroke to the la#, with*Lady Eleanore’s 
Mantle. A remarkable uncertainty broods over that 
unhappy lady’s fate. There is a belief, however, that, in 
a certain chamber of this mansion, a female form may 
sometimes be duskily discerned, shrinking into the 
darkest corner, and muffling her face within an embroi¬ 
dered mantle. Supposing the legend true, can this be 
other than the once proud Lady Eleanore 


• Mine host, and the old loyalist, and 1, bestowed no 
little*warmth of applause upon this narrative, in which 
we had all been deeply interested ; for the reader can 
^carcely conc^i\jP how unspeakably the effect of such a 
tele is heightened, when, as in the present case, we may 
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repose perfect confid^cc in the veracity of him who tells 
it. For my own part, Knowing how scrupulous is Mr • 
Tiffany to settle the foundation of his facts, I could not' 
have believed him one whit tlje more faithfully, had he 
professed himself an eye-vyitness of thof doings and 
sufferings of poor J.ady Eleanore. Some sceptics, it* is 
true, might demand documentary evidence, or even 
require him to produce the embroidered mantle, forget¬ 
ting that—Heaven be praised—it was consumed to ashes. 
But now the old loyalist, whose blood was warmed by 
the good cheer, began to talk, in his turn, about the 
traditions of the Province House, and hinted t*hat he, if 
it were^reeable, might add a few reminiscences to our 
legendary stock. Mr. Tiffany, having no cause to dread 
a rival, immediately besought him to favor us with a 
specimen ; my own entreaties, of course, were urged to 
the same effect ; and our venerable gyest, well pleased 
to find willing auditors, awaited only the return of Mr. 
Thomas Waite, who had been summoned forth to pro¬ 
vide accommcftlations for several new arrivals. Per¬ 
chance the publiif—but 1 e this as its own caprice and 
ours shall settle the matter—may read the result in 
another Tale of the Province House. 



LEGENDS OF THE rtlOVINCE HOUSE. 
IV. 


OLD ESTHER DUDLEV. 

Our host having resumed the chair, he, ^s weli as Mr. 
Tiflfany and myself, expressed much eagerness to be 
made acquainted with the story to which the loyalist had 
alluded. That venerable man first of all saw fit to 
moisten his thro.at with another glass of wine, and then, 
turning his face towards our coal fire, looked steadfastly 
for a few moments into the depths of its cheerful glow. 
Finally, he poured forth a great fluency <tf speech. The 
generous liquid that he had imj^ibed, vfhile it warmed his 
.age-chilled blood, likewise took off the chill from his 
heart and mind, and gave him an energy to think and 
feel, which we could hardly have expected to find 
beneath the snows of fourscore winters. His feelings, 
indeed, appeared to me more excitable than those of a 
younger man ; or, at least, the same degree of feeling 
manifested itself by more visible effects, than if his 
judgmej^t and will had possessed the potency of meridian 
life. At the pathetic passages of his narrative, he readily 
ainelted into*lears. When a breath of indignation swept 
aq;oss his spirit, the blood flushed his withered visage 
eveit to*the roots of his white hair; and he shook his 
clinched fist at the trio of peaceful auditors, seeming to 
fancy enemies in those who felt very kindly towards the 
^lesolate old lottl. But ever and anon, sometimes in the 
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ividst of his most ea|nest talk, this ancient person's 
ntellect would wander vdfeuely, losing its hold of the 
natter in hand, and groping for it amid misty shadoVs. 
Then would he cackle forth a feeble laugh, and express a 
doubt whether his wits—for .by that phrase it pleased 
our ancient friend to^ignify his mental powers—were ndt 
getting a little the worse f?r wear. 

Under these disadvantages, the old loyalist’s story 
ret^ired more revision to render it fit for the public eye, 
than those of the serief which have preceded it; nor 
should it be concealed, that the sentiment and tone of the 
affair may have undergone some slight, or pdhchance 
more tl»*n sl^ht metamorphosis, in its transmission to 
the reader through the medium of a thorough-goinj^ 
democrat. The tale itself is a mere sketch, with no 
involution of plot, nor any great interest of events, yet 
possessing, if I have rehearsed it aright^ that pensive in¬ 
fluence over the mind, which the shadow of the old 
Province House flings upon the loiterer in its court yard. 


The hour had come—the hour of defeat and humilia¬ 
tion—when Sir William Howe was to pass over the 
threshold of the Province House, and embark with no 
such triumphal ceremonies as he once promised himself, 
on board the British fleet. He bade his servants and 
military attendants go before him, and lingered a moment 
in the loneliness of the mansion, to quell thf fierce 
emotions that struggled in his bosom as with a death 
throb. Preferable, then, would he have deeified his fate,» 
had a warrior’s death left him a claim to the narrow 
territory of a grave, within the soil which the Hing*had 
given him to defend. With an ominous perception that, 
as his departing footsteps echoed adown the staircase, 
the sway of Britain was passing foreve^ from Netii^ 
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England, he smote his clinched h^nd on his brow, and* 
•cursed the destiny that had flilhg the shame of a dis- 
•nenlbered empire upon him. 

“ Would to God,” cried^he, hardly repressing his tears 
rage, “ that the rebels weije even now at the doorstep ! 
A Blood stain upon the floor should t^en bear testimony 
that the last British ruler was faithful to his trust.” 

The tremulous voice of a woman replied to his 
exclamation. 

“Heaven’s cause and the Kifig's are one,” it said. 
“Go forth. Sir William Howe, and trust in Heaven to 
bring baeft a Royal Governor in triumph.” 

Subduing at once the passion to which hcjiad y^lded 
onfy in the faith that it was «unwitncsscd. Sir William 
Howe became conscious that an aged woman, leaning 
on a gold-headed staff, was standing betwixt him and 
the door. It was^ old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt 
! almost immemorial years in this mansion until her 
presence seemed as inseparable from it as the recol¬ 
lections of its history. She was the dalighter of an 
ancient and once eminent fa»ily, wBich had fallen 
into poverty and decay, and left its last descendant no 
resource save the bounty of the King, nor any shelter 
except within the walls of the Province House. An 
office in the household, with merely nominal duties, had 
been assigned to her as a pretext for the payment of a 
small pension, the greater part of which she expended in 
adorning herself with an antique magnificence of attire. 
The claims of Esther Dudley’s gentle blood were ac¬ 
knowledged by all the successive Governors ; and they 
treated her tWth the punctilious courtesy which it was 
her foible to demand, not always with success, from a 
negleAful* world. The only actual share which she 
assumed in the business of the mansion, was to glide 
through its passages and public chambers late at night, 
to*Bee that theUervanls had dropped no fire from their 
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flaring torches, nor l^ft embers crackling and blazing on 
the hearths. Perhaps <t was this invariable custom oi 
walking her rounds in the hush of midnight, that <mused 
the superstition of the times^ to invest the old woman 
with attributes of awe and piystery ; fablirg that she h|d 
entered the portqj of the Province House, none kSiew 
whence, in the train of the first Royal Governor, and 
that it was her fate to dwell there till the last should have 
departed. But Sir William Howe, if he ever heard this 
legend, had forgotten f;. 

“Mistress Dudley, why are you loitering here?” 
asked he, with some severity of tone. “It is my 
pleasMre to be the last in this mansion of the King.” 

“ Not so, if it please >Dur Excellency,” answered *the 
time-stricken woman. “ This roof has sheltered me long. 

I will not pass from it until they bear me to the tomb of 
my forefathers. What other shelter is there for old 
Esther Dudley, save the Province House or the grave?” 

“ Now Heaven forgive me ! ” said Sir William Howe 
to’ himself, r”* I was about to leave this wretched old 
creature to stalve or i-eg. Take this, good Mistress 
Dudley,” he added, putting a purse into her hands, 
“ King George’s head on these golden guineas is sterling 
yet, and will continue so, I warrant you, even should 
the rebels crown John Hancock their king. That purse 
will buy a better shelter than the Province House can 
now afford.” 

“ While the burden of life remains upon me, I will 
have no other shelter than this roof,” persisted Esther 
Dudley, striking her staff upon the floor, with a gesture 
that expressed immovable resolve. “And when yowr 
Excellency returns in triumph, I will totter intej, the 
porch to welcome you.” • • 

“My poor old friend 1 ” answered the British General, 
—and all bis manly and martial pride could no longer 
restrain a gush of bitter tears. “This ‘s an evil htfhr 
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for you and me. • The province whi^h the King intrusted 
,to my charge is lost. I go hance in misfortune—per¬ 
chance in disgrace — to return no more. And you, 
whose present being is incorporated with the past— 
who have se;fn Governor after Governor in stately 
pageantry ascend these steps—whc^e whole life has 
been an observance of majestic Ceremonies, and a wor¬ 
ship of the King—how will you endure the change? 
Come with us ! Bid farewell to a land that has shake* 
off its allegiance, and live still ander a Royal govern¬ 
ment at Halifax.” 

“ Nevei^ never!” said the pertinacious old dame. 
“Here will 1 abide; and King George shall stilt have 
onS true subject in his disloyaljjrovince.” 

“Beshrew the old fool !” muttered Sir William Howe, 
growing impatient of her obstinacy, and ashamed of 
the emotion into which he had been betrayed. “ She 
is the very moral of old-fashioned prejudice, and could 
exist nowhere but in this musty edifice. Well, then. 
Mistress Dudley, since you will needs tar^r, I give tTie 
Province House in charge to yan. T.al!e this key, and 
keep it safe until myself, or some other Royal Governor, 
shall demand it of you.” 

Smiling bitterly at himself and her, he took the heavy 
*key of the Province House, and delivering it into the old 
lady’s hands, drew his cloak around him for departure. 
As the General glanced back at Esther Dudley’s antique 
figure, he deemed her well fitted for such a charge, as 
being so ^rfect a representative of the decayed past— 
of an age gone by, with its manners, opinions, faith, and 
feelings, all fsUen into oblivion or scorn—of what had 
onc^been a reality, but was now merely a vision of 
faded Ciafnificence. Then Sir William Howe strode 
forth, smiting his clinched hands together, in the fierce 
anguish of his spirit; and old Esther Dudley was left to 
kdfep watch in th^ lonely Province House, dwelling there 
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with memory; and Hope ever seemed to flit around 
her, still it was Memory«in disguise. 

The total change of affairs that ensued on the departure 
of the British troops did not^ drive the venerable .lady 
from her stronghold. There was not, fcg: many yeajs 
afterwards, a Govepior of Massachusetts ; and the magis¬ 
trates, who had charge flf such matters, saw no objection 
to Esther Dudley’s residence in the Province House, 
©specially as they must otherwise have paid a hireling 
for taking care of thef premises, which with her was a 
labor of love. And so they left her the undisturbed 
mistress of the old historic edifice. Many aiW strange 
were ‘he fables which the gossips whispered about her, 
in all the chimney corntys of the town. Among the 
time-worn articles of furniture that had been left in the 
mansion, there was a tall, antique mirror, which was 
well worthy of a tale by itself, and perhaps may hereafter 
be the theme of one. The gold of its heavily-wrought 
frame was tarnished, and its surface so blurred, that the 
ol3 woman’s figure, whenever she passed before it, looked 
indistinct and gTiost-likc> But it was the general belief 
that Esther could cause the Governors of the overthrown 
dynasty, with the beautiful ladies who had once adorned 
their festivals, the Indian chiefs who had come up to the 
Province House to hold council or swear allegiance, the 
grim Provincial warriors, the severe clergyman—in short, 
all the pageantry of gone days—all the figures that ever 
swept across the broad plate of glass in former times— 
she could cause the whole to reappear, and people the 
inner world of the mirror with shadows of old life. Such 
legends as these, together with the singftlarity of bar 
isolated existence, her age, and the infirmity that nach 
added winter flung upon her, made Mistress Dudley the 
object both of fear and pity ; and it was partly the result 
of either sentiment, that, amid all the angry license of the 
times, neither wrong nor insult ever fell t^on her unpib- 
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tected head. Indeed, there was so much haughtiness in 
her demeanor towards intru^erf, among whom she 
^recljoned all persons acting under the new authorities, 
that it was really an afl'air of no small nerve to look her 
in the face. And to do flie people justice, stern repub- 
ffc«ns as they had now become, thev were well content 
that the old gentlewoman, in ^icr hoop petticoat and 
faded embroidery, should still haunt the p.alacc of ruined 
pride and overthrown power, the symbol of a dcpartatl 
system, embodying a history in j[ier person. So Kslher 
Dudley dwelt, year after year, in tlie I’rovincc House, 
still revasencing all that others had Hung aside, still 
faithful to her King, who, so long .as tlie venerabli^dame 
ye* held her post, might be said to retain on'? true subject 
in New England, and one s])oi of the empire th.at had 
been wrested from him. 

And did she dwell there in utter loneliness? Rumor 
said, not so. WlTenever her chill and withered heart 
desired warmth, she was wont to summon a black slave 
of Governor Shirley's from the blurred mi*ror, and s?nd 
him in search of guests who hat^long afjo been familiar 
in those deserted chambers. Forth went the s.able 
messenger, with the starlight or the moonshine gleaming 
through him, and did his errand in the burial ground, 
knocking at the iron doors of tombs, or upon the marble 
slabs that covered them, and whispering to those within ; 
“ My mistress, old Esther Dudley, bids you to the Pro¬ 
vince House at midnight.” And punctually as the clock 
of the Old South told twelve, came the shadows of the 
Olivers, tTie Hutchinsons, the Dudleys, all the grandees 
a by-gone«generation, gliding beneath the portal into 
the ^well-known mansion, where Esther mingled with 
them AS iSshe likewise were a shade. Without vouching 
for the truth of such traditions, it is certain that Mistress 
Dudley sometimes assembled a few of the stanch, though 
cJAstfallcn old yifies, who had lingered in the rebel town 
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during those days of wrath and tribulation. Out of a 
cobwebbed bottle, confaiijjng liquor that a royal Governor ^ 
might have smacked his lips over, they quaffed healths^ 
to the King, and babbled treason to the Republic, feeling 
as if the protecting shadow of ^he throne were still flung 
around them. But, draining the last drops of theff- 
liquor, they stole timorously homeward, and answered 
not again, if the rude mob reviled them in the street. 

^Yet Esther Dudley’s most frequent and favored guests 
were the children of th^ town. Towards them she was 
never stern. A kindly and loving nature, hindered else¬ 
where from its free course by a thousand rocky prejudices, 
lavished itself upon these little ones. By bribes of ginger¬ 
bread of her' own making, stamped with a royal crown, 
she tempted their sunny sportiveness beneath the gloomy 
portal of the Province House, and would often beguile 
them to spend a whole play day there, sitting in a circle 
round the verge of her hoop petticoat,''greedily attentive 
to her stories of a dead world. And when these little 
boys and girls^stole forth again from the dark mysterious 
mansion, they want bewddered, full of old,feelings that 
graver people had long ago forgotten, rubbing their 
eyes at the world around them as if they had gone astray 
into ancient times, and become children of the past. At 
home, when their parents asked where they had loitered 
such a weary while, and with whom they had been at 
play, the children would talk of all the departed worthies 
of the Province, as far back as Governor Belcher, and 
the haughty dame of Sir William Phipps. It would 
seem as though they had been sitting on the^nees of 
these famous personages, whom the grava had hidden 
for half a century, and had toyed with the embroidery 
of their rich waistcoats, or roguishly pulled ^eo long 
curls of their flowing wigs. " But Governor Belcher has 
been dead this many a year,” would the mother say to 
her little boy. “And did you really him at the. 
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Province House?” “ O, yes, dear mother! yes!” the 
half-dreaming child would a^st^br. “ Hut when old 
, Esther had done speaking about him he faded away 
out of his chair.” Thus, without affrighting her little 
guests, she led them by^hc hand into the chambers of 
Iter own desolate heart, and madj childhootl's fancy 
discern the ghosts that haunteihthcre. 

Living so continually in her own circle of ideas, and 
never regulating her mind l)y a proper reference to pre¬ 
sent things, Esther Dudley appears to have grown par¬ 
tially crazed. It was found that she had no right sense 
of the jwogress and true stale of the Revolutionary war, 
but held a constant faith that the armies of Hrit.'^t were 
victorious on every field, an^ <lestincd to*be ultimately 
triumphant. Whenever the town rejoiced for a battle 
won by Washington, or Cates, or Morgan, or Crccne, 
the news, in passing through the door of the Province 
House, as through the ivory gate' of dreams, became 
metamorphosed into a strange tale of the prowess of 
Howe, Clinton, or Cornwallis. Sooner pr later, itVas 
her invincible belief, the colojjics would lie prostrate at 
the t lotstool of the King. Sometimes she seemed to 
take f r granted that such was already the case. On one 
occasion, she startled the town’s pcoi)lc by a brilliant 
illumination of the Province House, with candles at 
every pane of glass, and a transparency of the King’s 
initials and a crown of light, in the great balcony window. 
'Ihe figure of the aged woman, in the most gorgeous of 
her mildewed velvets and brocades, was seen passing 
from casement to casement, until she paused before the 
d>alcony, and flourished a huge key above her head. Her 
wtjnkled visage actually gleamed with triumph, as if the 
soul«witkin her were a festal lamp. 

“What means this blaze of light? What does old 
Esther’s joy portend?” whispered a spectator. “It 
Is frightful see her gliding about the chambers, 
5 12 
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and rejoicing there without a soul to bear her com¬ 
pany.” 

“It is as if she were making merry in a tomb,” oaid 
another. 

“ Pshaw ! It is no such mystery,” obs^fved an old, 
man, after some br^ef exercise of memory. “ Mistress 
Dudley is keeping jubilee for the King of England’s 
birthday.” 

Jhen the people laughed aloud, and would have thrown 
mud against the blazing^ransparcncy of the King’s crown 
and initials, only that they pitied the poor old dame, who 
was so dismally triumphant amid the wreck and ruin of 
the system to which she appertained. 

Oftentimeswas her cu^om to climb the weary stait- 
case that wound upward to the cupola, and thence strain 
her dimmed eyesight seaward and countryward, watching 
for a British fleet, or for the march of a grand procession, 
with the King’s b.anner floating over it. The passengers 
in the street below would discern her anxious visage, 
and*send up a shout—“ When the golden Indian on the 
Province House Shall sh/yjt his arrow, and when the 
cock on the Old .South sjiirc shall crow, then look for a 
Royal Governor again !”—for this had grown a byword 
through the town. And at last, after long, long years, 
old Esther Dudley knew, or perchance she only dreamed, 
that a Royal Governor was on the eve of returning to 
the Province House, to receive tlte heavy key which Sir 
William Howe had committed to her charge. Now it 
was the fact, that intelligence bearing some faint^nalogy 
to Esther’s version of it, was current among the town’s 
people. She set the mansion in the best ortler that hci' 
means allowed, and arraying herself in silks and tar¬ 
nished gold, stood long before the blurred mirror to 
admire her own magnificence. As she gazed, the gray 
and withered lady moved her ashen lips, murmuring half 
aloud, talking to shapes that she saw within the mirrorf 
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to shadows of her own fanl.asic^ to tlic household friends 
of memory, and biddin;; the«i rejoice with her, and come 
ft>rth to meet the ('.overnor. And while absorbed in 
this comimmion, Misyess Dudley heard the tramp of 
many fooisteps in the street, ami lookinj; out of the 
\vindow, beheld what she conslnud as the Royal fiover- 
nor’s arrival. * 

“ O, happy day! O, blessed, blessed hour!” she 
exclaimed. “ Let me but bid him welcome withiw the 
portal, and my task in thc 4 l’rovince House, and on 
earth, is done ! ” 

ThA with tottering feet, which age and tremulous 
Joy caused to tread amiss, she hurried down (ibe grand 
staircase, her silks sweepi*ig and rustling as she went, 
so that the sound was as if a tiain of spectral courtiers 
were thronging from the dim mirror. And Ivsthcr 
Dudley fancied, that as soon as the wide door shouUl 
be flung open, all the i>omp and splendor of by-gone 
times would pace majestically into the Province House, 
and the gilded tapestry of the past would be brightened 
by the sunshine of the pr<»#.-.nl. Sftc turned the key—- 
withdrew it from the lock — um losed the door—and 
stepped across the threshold. Atlv.im ing up th 6 cotirt 
yard appeared a person of most dignified mien, with 
tokens, as Esther interpreted them, of gentle blood, 
high rank, and long-accustomed authority, even in his 
walk and every gesture. He was richly dressed, but 
wore a gouty shoe, which, however, did not lessen the 
stateljpcss of his gait. Around and behind him were 
people in plain civic dresses, and two or three war-worn 
veterans, Evidently officers of rank, arrayed in a uniform 
•f blue and buff. But Esther Dudley, firm in the belief 
thlt hfcd fastened its roots about her heart, beheld only 
the principal personage, and never doubted that this was 
the long-looked-for Governor, to whom she was to sur¬ 
render up her charge. As he approached, she involun- 
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tavily sank down on her knees, and tremblingly held 
forth the heavy key. ' 

“ Receive my trust! take it quickly ! ” cried she ; “for 
methinks Death is striving to snatch away my triumph. 
But he comes too late. Thank Heaven for this blessed 
hour 1 God save King George ! ” 

“That, Madam, is a strange prayer to be offered up 
at such a moment,” replied the unknown guest of the 
Protunce House, and courteously removing his hat, he 
offered his arm to raise-the aged woman. “Yet, in 
reverence for your gray hairs and long-kept faith. Heaven 
forbid that any here should say you nay. Over the 
realms "'hich still acknowledge his sceptre, God save 
King George ! ” " 

Esther Dudley started to her feet, hnd hastily clutch¬ 
ing back the key, gazed with fearful earnestness at the 
stranger ; and dimly and doubtfully, as if suddenly 
awakened from a dream, her bewildered eyes half recog¬ 
nized his face. Years ago, she had known him among 
the gentry of tire province. But the ban of the King 
had fallen upon hitn ! How, then, came the doomed 
victim here ? Proscribed, excluded from mercy, the 
monarch’s most dreaded and hated foe, this New Eng¬ 
land merchant had stood triumphantly against a king¬ 
dom’s strength ; and his foot now trod upon humbled 
Royalty, as he ascended the steps of the Province House, 
the people’s chosen Governor of Massachusetts. 

“ Wretch, wretch that I am!” muttered the old woman, 
■with such a heart-broken expression, that the tears gushed 
from the stranger’s eyes. “ Have I bidden a traitor wel¬ 
come ? Come, Death ! come quickly ! ” 

“ Alas, venerable lady! ” said Governor Hancock, 
lending her his support with all the reverence «^hat a 
courtier would have shown to a queen. “Your life has 
been prolonged until the world has changed around you. 
You have treasured up all that time has rendered worth- 
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less—the principles, feelings, in^nncrs, modes of being 
and acting, which another gtflicration has flung aside— 
ar?d you are a symbol of the past. And 1, and these 
around me—we represent a new race of men—living no 
longer in tl»e past, scarcely in the present— but project¬ 
ing our lives forw.ard into the futur®. Ceasing to model 
ourselves on ancestral superslitions, it is our faith and 
principle to press onward, onwartl ! Vet,” continued he, 
turning to his attendants, “let us reverence, for the 4ast 
time, the stately and gorgeous 4)rejudiccs of the tottering 
Past ! ” 

Whiic the Republican Coveinor spoke, he had con¬ 
tinued to support the helpless form of ^slhcr Dudley ; 
Tier weight grew hc.ivier against his arm ; but at last, 
with a sudden effort to free herself, the ancient woman 
sank down beside one of the pillars of the portal. The 
key of the Prr^vince House fell from her grasp, and 
clanked against the st(me. 

“ I have been faithful unto death,” mvinmircd she. 
“God save the King !” 

“She hath done her office*” said llancock, solemnly. 
“ We will follow her reverently to the tomb of her 
ancestors ; and then, my fellow-citizens, onward — 
onward ! We arc no longer children of the Past !” 


As the old loyalist concluded his narrative, the en¬ 
thusiasm which had been fitfully flashing within his 
sunken* eyes, and quivering across his wrinkled visage, 
faded awa^, as if all the lingering fire of his soul were 
extinguished. Just then, too, a lamp upon the mantcl- 
ptege threw out a dying gleam, which vanished as 
speedily as it shot upward, compelling our eyes to grope 
for one another’s features by the dim glow of the hearth. 
With such a Ijpgering fire, methought, with such a dying 
gleam, had ‘the glory of the ancient system vanished 
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from the Province Houy^, when the spirit of old Esther 
Dudley took its flight. An'd now, again, the clock of the 
Old South threw its voice of ages on the breeze, knolling 
the hourly knell of the Past, crying out far and wide 
through the multitudinous city, and filling our ears, as n 
we sat in the dusk^ chamber, with its reverberating 
depth of tone. In that same mansion—in that very 
chamber—what a volume of history had been told off 
inter hours, by the same voice that was now trembling in 
the air. Many a GoverCior had heard those midnight 
accents, and longed to c.xchange his stately cares for 
slumber. And as for mine host, and Mr. llcla ^’iftany, 
and the 'old lejvalist, and me, we had babbled about 
dreams of the past, until V. e almost fancied that the 
clock was still striking in a bygone century. Neither of 
us would have wondered, had a hoop-petticoated phantom 
of Esther Dudley tottered into the chamber, walking her 
rounds in the hush of midnight, as of yore, and motioned 
us to, quench the fading embers of the lire, and leave the 
historic precincts to herself and her kindred shades. 
Ikit as no such vision was •. ouchsafed, I retired unbid¬ 
den, and would advise Mr. Tiffany to lay hold of another 
auditor, being resolved not to show my face in the Pro¬ 
vince House for a good while hence—if ever. 



THE HAUNTIiD ]?1IND. 

What a singular moment is tlic first one, wlien you 
have hardly begun to recollect yourself, after starling 
from midnight slumber? By Imclosing your eyes so 
suddenljfc you seem to have surprised the personages 
of your dream in full convocation round your bed, and 
:j>tch one broad glance at them before th«^’ can fft into 
)bscurity. Or, to vary the metai)hor, you find yoursell, 
or a single instant, wide awake in that realm of illusions, 
.vhither sleep has been the passport, and behold its 
ghostly inhabitants and wondrous scenery, with a per- 
reption of their strangeness, such as you never attain 
ahile the dream is undisturbed. The distant sound«of a 
:hurch clock is borne faintly on the wj^id. You ejuestion 
with yourself, half seriously, \?iicther it has stolen to your 
waking ear from some gray tower, that stood within the 
precincts of your dream. While yet in suspense, another 
clock flings its heavy clang over the slumbering town, 
with so full and distinct a sound, and such a long mur¬ 
mur in the neighboring air, that you arc certain it must 
proceed from the steeple at the nearest corner. You 
count the strokes—one—two, and there they cease, with 
a boonflng sound, like the gathering of a third stroke 
within the Ijell. 

If you could choose an hour of wakefulness out of the 
wfioie i^ht, it would be this. Since your sober bedtime, 
at eleven, you have had rest enough to take off the 
pressure of yesterday’s fatigue ; while before you, till the 
«un comes from “ far Cathay ” to brighten your window. 
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there is almost the space of a summer night; one hour 
to be spent in thought, with the mind’s eye half shut, 
and two in pleasant dreams, and two in that strangest of'* 
enjoyments, the forgetfulness alike of Joy and woe. The" 
moment of rising belongs to anVither period of time, and 
appears so distant, that the plunge out of’a warm b,ed 
into the frosty air c'annot yet be anticipated with dismay. 
Yesterday has already vanished among the shadows of 
the past; to-morrow has not yet emerged from the future. 
You have found an intermediate space, where the busi¬ 
ness of life docs not inttude ; where the passing moment 
lingers, and becomes truly the present; a spot where 
Father Time, when he thinks nobody is watching him, 
sits down by«*he wayside to take breath. O that be 
would fall asleep, and let mortals live on without grow¬ 
ing older 1 

Hitherto you have lain perfectly still, because the 
slightest motion would dissipate the fragments of your 
slumber. Now, being irrevocably awake, you peep 
through the half-drawn window curtain, and observe 
that the glass is^ ornamented with fanciful devices in 
frostwork, and that each {lifnc presents something like a 
frozen dream. There will be time enough to trace out 
the analogy, while waiting the summons to breakfast. 
Seen through the clear portion of the glass, where the 
silvery mountain peaks of the frost scenery do not ascend, 
the most conspicuous object is the steeple; the white 
spire of which directs you to the wintry lustre of the fir¬ 
mament. You may almost distinguish the figures on the 
clock that has just told the hour. Such a frosty*sky, and 
the snow-covered roofs, and the long vista pf the frozert 
street, all white, and the distant water hardened into 
rock, might make you shiver, even under four ^lafl^ts 
and a woollen comforter. Yet look at that one glorious 
star 1 Its beams are distinguishable from all the rest, 
and actually cast the shadow of the casement on the bedp 
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with a radiance of deeper hue than moonlight, though 
^ot so accurate an outline. 

, Y%u sink down and muffle your head in the clothes, 
shivering all the while, Ijut less from bodily chill than 
the bare idca^of a polar atmosphere. It is too cold even 
for'thc thoughts to venture abroad.* You speculate on 
the luxury of wearing out a whr^ existence in bed, like 
an oyster in its shell, content with the sluggish ecstasy 
of inaction, and drowsily conscious of nothing but 
delicious warmth, such as you noy leel again. Ah ! that 
itlca has brought a hideous one in its train. You think 
how the dbad are lying in their cold shrouds and narrow 
coffins, through the drear winter of the grave, and cannot 
petsuade your fancy that they^icither shrii?^ nor shiver, 
when the snow is drifting over their little hillocks, and 
the bitter blast howls against the door of the toml). 
That gloomy thought will (dllcct a gloomy multitude, 
and throw its complexion over your wakeful hour. 

In the depths of every heart, there is a tomb and a 
dungeon, though the lights, the music, and revelry above 
may cause us to forget theirtaixistcnc^, and the buried 
ones, or prisoners whom they hide. Hut sometimes, and 
oftenest at midnight, these dark receptacles are Hung 
wide open. In an hour like this, when the mind has a 
passive sensibility, but no active strength ; when the 
imagination is a mirror, imparting vividness to all ideas, 
without the power of selecting or controlling them ; then 
pray that your griefs may slumber, and the brotherhood 
of remorse not break their chain. It is too late ! A 
funeral train comes gliding by your bed, in which I’as- 
sten and Fcdting assume bodily shape, and things of the 
mii^ beeflme dim spectres to the eye. There is your 
earlieft Sbrrow, a pale young mourner, wearing a sister’s 
likeness to first love, sadly beautiful, with a hallowed 
sweetness in her melancholy features, and grace in the 
fl8w of her saUe*robe. Next appears a shade of ruined 
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loveliness, with dust among her golden hair, and her 
bright garments all fatfed and defaced, stealing fron)i 
your glance with drooping head, as fearful of reproach^ 
she was your fondest Hope, but a delusive one ; so call 
her Disappointment now. A sterner form succeeds, with 
a brow of wrinkles, a look and gesture of iron authority ; 
there is no name for hint, unless it be Fatality, an emblem 
of the evil influence that rules your fortunes ; a demon 
to whom you subjected yourself by some error at the 
outset of life, and were^ bound his slave forever, by once 
obeying him. See ! those fiendish lineaments graven 
on the darkness, the writhed lip of scorn, tht' mockery 
of that living eye, the pointed finger, touching the sore 
place in your heart 1 I^'to you remember any act? of 
enormous folly, at which you would blush, even in the 
remotest cavern of the earth ? Then recognize your 
Shame. 

Pass, wretched band 1 Well for tire wakeful one, if, 
riotously miserable, a fiercer tribe do not surround him, 
th^ devils of a guilty heart, that holds its hell within 
itself. What if Remorsi^, should assume the features of 
an injured friend ? What if the fiend should come in 
woman’s garments, with a pale beauty amid sin and 
desolation, and lie down by your side? What if he 
should stand at your bed’s foot, in the likeness of a corpse, 
with a bloody stain upon the shroud ? Sufficient without 
such guilt is this nightmare of the soul; this heavy, 
heavy sinking of the spirits ; this wintry gloom about the 
heart; this indistinct horror of the mind, blending itself 
with the darkness of the chamber. 

By a desperate effort, you start upright, breaking from 
a sort of conscious sleep, and gazing wildly S'oun^ the 
bed, as if the fiends were any where but in yotfr haunted 
mind. At the same moment, the slumbering embers on 
the hearth send forth a gleam which palely illuminates 
the whole outer room, and flickers thrdbgh the door *bf 
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the bed chamber, but cannot quite ^iispcl its obscurity, 
^^ur eye searches for whatever Jfiay remind you of the 
li»iing*world. With caRcr minuteness, you take note of 
the table near the fireplace^the book with an ivory knife 
between its leases, tlic unfolded letter, tlie hat and the 
falleit glove. Soon the flame vanishes, and with it 
the whole scene is gone, though ’^ts image remains an 
instant in your mimrs eye, when darkness has swal¬ 
lowed the reality. 'Ihroughout the chamber there is 
the same obscurity as betoic, but ^lol the same gloom 
within your breast. As your head falls back upon the 
pillow, yoiT think—in a whisper be it spoken—how 
pleasant, in these night solitudes, would the <«Ke 
and Tall of a softer breathing tWan your own, the slight 
pressure of a tenderer bosom, the iiuiet throb of a jturcr 
heart, imparting its peacefulness to your trotibled one, as 
it the fond sleeper wx-ie involving y^tti in her dream. 

Her influence is over you, though she have no c.vistcnce 
but in that momentary image. You sink down in a 
flowery spot, on the borders of sleep and w.tkefulness, 
while your thoughts rise bcf<j«» you tn pictures, all 
disconnected, yet all assimil.ttcd by a pervading glad* 
someness and beauty. The wheeling of gorgeous 
fquadrons, that glitter in the stin, is succeeded by 
the merriment of children round the door of a school 
house, beneath the glimmering shadow of old trees, 
at the corner of a rustic lane. You stand in the sunny 
rain of a summer shower, and wander among the sunny 
y'ees of a% autumn,al wood, and look upward at the 
brightest of all rainbows, over arching the unbroken 
(Sheftt of snow, 8n the American side of Ni.agara. Your 
mindatrug^es pleasantly between the dancing radiance 
Tound the Iftarth of a young man and his recent bride, 
and the twittering flight of birds in spring, about their 
new-made nest. You feel the merry bounding of a ship 
before the breeze ; and watch the tuneful feet of rosy 
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girls, as they twine, their last and merriest dance, in 
a splendid ball room ; and find yourself in the brilliant 
circle of a crowded theatre, as the curtain fall^ ov»r 
a light and airy scene. 

With an involuntary start, you seize hold on con¬ 
sciousness, and prove yourself but half awake, by running 
a doubtful parallel between human life and the hour 
which has now elapsed. In both you emerge from 
mystery, pass through a vicissitude that you can but 
imperfectly control, r.nd are borne onward to another 
mystery. Now comes the .peal of the distant clock, 
with fainter and fainter strokes as you plunge farther in¬ 
to iiie wildeypess of sleep. It is the knell of a temporary 
death. Your spirit has departed, and strays like a*free 
citizen among the people of a shadowy world, beholding 
strange sights, yet without wonder and dismay. So 
calm, perhaps, will be the final change ; so undisturbed, 
as if among familiar things, the entrance of the soul to 
iis Eternal home I 



THE VILLAGE UNCLE. 

AN IMAC'.INARY RETROSPECT. 

Come! .mtthcr log upon the Iie.Arih. True, our little 
parlor is comfortable, especially here, where the^kl 
maff sits in his old arm chair,; but on "Wlanksgiving 
night the blaze should dance higher up the chimney, 
and send a shower of sparks into the outer darkness. 
Toss on an .armful of those dry oak chips, the last relics 
; of the Mermaid’s kn'ce timbers, the bones of your name- 
|s.ake, Susan. Higher yet, and clearer be the blaze, till 
our cottage windows glow the ruddiest in the village, and 
the light of our household mirt|j,flash f.ai* across the bay 
to Nahant. And now, come, Susan, come, my children, 
draw your chairs round me, all of you. There is a 
dimness over your figures! You sit quivering' indis¬ 
tinctly with each motion of the bl.azc, which eddies about 
you like a flood, so that you all have the look of visions, 
or people that dwell only in the firelight, and will vanish 
from existence, as completely as your own shadows, 
when the flame shall sink among the embers. Hark 1 
let me listen for the swell of the surf; it should be 
, audible a mile inland, on a night like this. Yes; there 
1 cat^ the*sound, but only an uncertain murmur, as if a 
’good wly down over the beach ; though, by the almanac, 
it is high tide at eight o’clock, and the billows must now 
^be dashing within thirty yards of our door. Ah! the 
oilman’s ears arS failing him; and so is his eyesight, 
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and perhaps his mind ; else you would not all be so 
shadowy, in the blaze f)f the Thanksgiving fire. 

How strangely the past is peeping over the sboul^iprs 
of the present! To judge by my recollections, it is 
but a few moments since I sat in another room ; yonder 
model of a vesssel was not there, nor the old chest of 
drawers, nor Susan’s profile and mine, in that gilt frame; 
nothing, in short, except this same fire, which glimmered 
on books, papers, and a picture, and half discovered my 
solitary figure in a looking glass. But it was paler than 
my rugged old self, and younger, too, by almost half a 
century. Speak to me, Susan ; spe.ik, my beloved ones; 
f^YjJ.he scene is glimmering on my sight again, and as it 
brightens you fade away. O, 1 should be loath ter lose 
my treasure of past happiness, and become once more 
what I was then ; a hermit in the depths of my own 
mind ; sometimes yawning over drowsy volumes, and 
anon a scribbler of wearier trash than what I read ; a 
man who had wandered out of the re.al world and got ' 
'into its shadow, where his troubles, joys, and vicissitudes 
were of such slight stuff', that he hardly knew whether 
he lived, or only dreamed of living. Thank Heaven, 

I am an old man now, and have done with all such 
vanities. 

Still this dimness of mine eyes ! Come nearer, Susan, 
and stand before the fullest blaze of the hearth. Now 
I behold you illuminated from head to foot, in your 
clean cap and decent gown, with the dear lock of gray 
hair across your forehead, and a quiet smile about your 
mouth, while the eyes alone are concealed by the red 
gleam of the fire upon your spectacles. There, you^ 
made me tremble again 1 When the flame quivered, 
my sweet Susan, you quivered with it, and grew indis¬ 
tinct, as if melting into the warm light, that my last 
glimpse of you might be as visionary as the first was,^ 
full many a year since. Do you remember it? A'ou 
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stood on the little bridge, over ^ic brook, that runs 
across King’s Ueach into the sfa. It was twilight; llie 
wav9s rolling in, the wind sweeping by, the crimson 
clouds lading in the wesfc and the silver moon bright- 
eying above rfhc hill; and on the bridge were you, 
ilutfering in the brcc/c like a sea hitd that miglit skim 
away at your pleasure. You *sccmcd a daughter of 
the viewless wind, a creature of the ocean foam and 
the crimson light, whose merry life was spent in dancing 
on the crests of the billows, that ^new up their spray to 
support your footsteps. As I drew nearer, I fancied you 
akin to th? race of merni.aids, and thought how pleasant 
it would be to dwell with you among the ciuict covWTW 
thd*shadow of the cliffs, and*to roam along secluded 
beaches of the purest sand, and when our northern 
shores grew bleak, to haunt the islands, green and lonely, 
far amid summer s^as. And yet it gladdened me, after 
all this nonsense, to find you nothing but .a pretty young 
girl, sadly perplexed with the rude behavior of the wiijd 
about your petticoats. 

Thus I 'did with .Susan as »ith most other things in 
my earlier days, dipjring her image into my mind and 
coloring it of a thousand fantastic hues, before I could 
see her as she really was. Now, .Susan, for a sober 
picture of our village ! It was a small collection of 
dwellings that seemed to have been cast up by the sea, 
with the rockweed and marine i)lants that it vomits 
after a storm, or to have come ashore among the pipe 
^staves anc^ other lumber, which had been washed from 
the deck of an eastern schooner. There was just space 
foP the narroA and sandy street between the beach in 


fronts ^nd & precipitous hill that lifted its rocky forehead 
•in the reat, among a waste of juniper bushes and the 


wild growth of a broken pasture. The village was 
picturesque in the variety of its edifices, though all were 
rufle. Here stood a little old hovel, built, perhap.', of 
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driftwood, there a rojv of boat houses, and beyond them 
a two-story dwelling of dark and weather-beaten aspect 
the whole intermixed with one or two snug coftage>s 
painted white, a sufficiency of ,oigsties, and a shoemaker’s 
shop- Two grocery stores stand opposite each other in 
the centre of the' village. These were the placA of 
resort at their idle houfs, of a hardy throng of fishermen, 
in red baize shirts, oil-cloth trousers, and boots of brown 
leather covering the whole leg ; true seven-league boots, 
but fitter to wade the ocean than walk the earth. The- 
wearers seemed amphibious, as if they did but creep out 
of salt water to sun themselves ; nor would if have been 
t.UJtderful to see their lower limbs covered with clusters 
of little shelffish, such as cling to rocks and old Ship 
timber over which the tide ebbs and flows. When their 
fleet of boats was weather-bound, the butchers raised 
their price, and the spit was busier than the frying pan ; 
for this was a place of fish, and known as such, to all the 
country round about; the very air was fishy, being 
perfumed with dead sculpins, hardheads, and dogfish, 
strewn plentifully on theibeach. You see, children, the 
village is but liitle changed since your mother and 1 
■were young. 

How like a dream it was, when 1 bent over a pool of 
water, one pleasant morning, and saw that the ocean had 
dashed its spray over me and made me a fisherman ! 
There were the tarpauling, the baize shirt, the oil-cloth 
trousers and seven-league boots, and there my own 
features, but so reddened with sunburn and sea breezes, 
that methought I had another face, and on other 
shoulders too. The seagulls and the loons, and I, liad 
now all one trade ; we skimmed the crested waves and 
sought our prey beneath them, the man with as keen' 
enjoyment as the birds. Always, when the east grew 
purple, I launched my dory, my little flat-bottomed skiff, 
and rowed cross-handed to Point Ledge, the Middle 
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Ledge, or, perhaps, beyond Kgg Rock ; often, too, did I 
^nchor off Dread Ledge, a spot <jf pf ril to ships unpiloted ; 
and«onictiiues spread an adventurous sail and tracked 
across bay to South Shore, casting my lines in sight 
of Scituatc. lire nightfaft, I hauled my skiff high and 
A yon the beach, laden with red rod# cod, or the whitc- 
bcllicd ones of deep water ; hatWlock beai ing the black 
marks of Saint I’cter s fingers near the gills ; the long- 
bearded hake, whose liver holds oil enough for a mid¬ 
night lamp ; and now and then a mighty halibut, with a 
back broad as my boat. In tht autumn, I loled and 
caught these lovely fish, the imukcrel. When the wind 
was high,—when the whale boats anchored off the 
nodded their slender masts attach other, «Rh 1 the dories 
pitched and tossed in the surf, when Naluint licach was 
thundering three miles off, and the sjiiay broke a hun¬ 
dred feet in air, round the distant base of Egg Rock,— 
when the brimful tfnd boisterous sea threatened to tumble 
over the street of our village,—then I made a holiday 
on shore. 

Many such a day did I snugly <n Mr. Bartlett’s 
store, attentive to the yarns of uncle I’arkcr ; uncle to 
the whole village by right of seniority, but of southern 
blood, with no kindred in New England. His figure is 
Irefore me now, enthroned upon a mackerel b.irrcl; a 
lean old man, of great height, but bent with years, and 
twisted into an uncouth shape by seven broken limbs ; 
furrowed also, and weather-worn, as i^ every gale, for 
the better part of a century, had caught him somewhere 
on the seX. He looked like a harbinger of tefnpest; a 
shipmate of »he Flying Dutchman. After innumerable 
voyages Aboard men-of-war and merchantmen, fishing 
schomer* and chebacco boats, the old salt had become 
master of a handcart, which he daily trundled about the 
vicinity, and sometimes blew his fish horn through the 
streets of Salenx One of uncle Parker’s eyes had been 
6 12 
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blown out with gunpowder, and the other did but glimmer 
in its socket. Turnirfg upward as he spoke, it was his 
delight to tell of cruises against the French, and battles 
with his own shipmates, when he and an antagbi^-st useS 
to be seated astride of a saflor’s chest, each fastened 
down by a spike nail through his trousers', and there to 
fight it out. Sometimafi he expatiated on the delicious 
flavor of the hagden, a greasy and goose-like fowl, which 
the sailors catch with hook and line on the Grand Banks. 
He dwelt with rapture on an interminable winter at the 
Isle of Sables where 'ne had gladdened himself, amid 
polar snows, with the rum and sugar saved' from the 
\yrpck of a West India schooner. And wrathfully did 
he shake his.-fist as he ^elated how a party of Cope 
Cod men had robbed him and his companions of their 
lawful spoil, and sailed away with every keg of old 
Jamaica, leaving him not a drop to drown his sorrow. 
Villains they were, and of that wickeu brotherhood who 
are said to tie lanterns to horses’ tails, to mislead the 
mariner .along the dangerous shores of the Cape. 

Even now, I seem to see^ the group of fishermen, with 
that old salt in the midst. One fellow sits on the 
counter, a second bestrides an oil barrel, a third lolls at 
his length on a parcel of new cod lines, and another has 
planted the tarry seat of his trousers on a heap of salt, 
which will shortly be sprinkled over a lot of fish. • They 
are a likely set of men. Some have voyaged to the East 
Indies or the Pacific, and most of them have sailed in 
Marblehead schooners to Newfoundland; a few have 
been no farther than the Middle Banks, and one or two 
have always fished along the shore ; but,as-uncle Parker 
used to say, they have all been christened in !»lt w^tex, 
and know more than men ever learn in the bushes. A 
curious figure, by way of contrast, is a fish dealer from 
far-up country, listening with eyes wide open, to narratives 
that might startle Sinbad the sailor. Be it well with you, 
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my brethren ! Ye arc all gone, some to your graves 
ashore, and others to the def^h^of ocean ; but my faith 
isKtrong that ye are happy ; for whenever I behold your 
form#J%'hether in dream or vision, each departed friend 
is pu/bng his long nine, and a mug of the right black 
strap goes round from lip to lip. • 

But where was the mermaitbin those delightful times? 
At a certain window near the centre of the village, 
appeared a pretty display of gingerbread men and horses, 
picture books and ballads, small (ish hooks, pins, needles, 
sugar plums, and brass thimbibs, articles on which the 
young ffchermcn used to expend their money from pure 
gallantry. What a picture was .Susan behind the co^^^y^ 
A slender maiden, though jlic child ofiW-ugged parents, 
she had the slimmest of all waists, brown hair curling on 
her neck, and a complexion r.ither pale, except when the 
sea breeze flushed it. A few freckles became beauty 
spots beneath h#r eyelids. How was it, Susan, that you 
talked and acted so carelessly, yet always for the best, 
doing whatever was right in your own eyes, and never 
once doing wrong in mine^nor shocked a taste that had 
been morbidly sensitive till now? And whence had you 
that happiest gift of brightening every topic with an 
unsought gayety, quiet but irresistible, so that even gloomy 
spirits felt your sunshine, and did not shrink from it? 
Nature wrought the charm. She made you a frank, 
simple, kind-hearted, sensible, and mirthful girl. Obey¬ 
ing nature, you did free things without indelicacy, dis¬ 
played a maiden’s thoughts to every eye, and proved your¬ 
self as mnocent as naked Eve. 

It was beautiful to observe how her simple and happy 
nature mingled itself with mine. She kindled a domestic 
fire^witfcin my heart, and took up her dwelling there, 
even in that chill and lonesome cavern, hung round with 
glittering icicles of fancy. She gave me warmth of feeling 
*while the inflitence of my mind made her contemplative. 
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I taught her to love the moonlight hour, when the expanse 
of the encircled bay was smooth as a great mirror and 
slept in a transparent shadow; while beyond Nahawt, 
the wind rippled the dim ocean into a dreamy brigr/tness, 
which grew faint afar off, without becoming gloomier. 

I held her hand and pointed to the long surf wave, as«it 
rolled calmly on the bead) in an unbroken line of silver ; 
we were silent together, till its deep and peaceful murmur 
had swept by us. When the Sabbath sun shone down 
into the recesses of the cliffs, 1 led the mermaid thither, 
and told her that those fiuge, gray, shattered rocks, and 
her native sea, that raged forever like a storm*’against 
‘Atf^^U^nd her own slender be.auty in so stern a scene, 
were all combined into a strain of poetry. But on th« 
Sabbath eve, when her mother had gone early to bed, 
and her gentle sister had smiled and left us, as we sat 
alone by the quiet hearth, with household things around, 
it was her turn to make me feel, that hei'e was a deeper 
poetry, and that this was the dearest hour of all. Thus 
weni on our wooing, till I had shot wild fowl enough to 
feather our bridal Led, and tlip Daughter of the Sea was 
mine. 

I built a cottage for Susan and myself, and made a 
gateway in the form of a Gothic arch, by setting up a 
whale’s jaw bones. We bought a heifer with her first 
calf, and had a little garden on the hillside, to supply us 
with potatoes and green sauce for our fish. Our parlor, 
small and neat, was ornamented with our two profiles in 
one gilt frame, and with shells and pretty pebbles on the 
mantelpiece, selected from the sea’s treasury 'of such 
things on Nahant Beach. On the desk, beneath the, 
looking glass, lay the Bible, which I had begun 4o re^d 
aloud at the book of Genesis, and the singing beok'that 
Susan used for her evening psalm. Except the almanac, 
we had no other literature. All that I heard of books, 
was when an Indian history, or tale of shipwreck, was*) 
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sold by a pcdler or wandering si^scription man to some 
one in the village, and read tl^ough its owner’s nose to a 
slbrabcrous auditory. Like my brother fishermen, 1 
grewTinto the belief th#t all human erudition was col¬ 
lected in cyir pedagogue, whose green spectacles and 
sftlcmn phiT!, as he passed to his litfle school house, amid 
a waste of sand, might have gained him a diploma from 
any college in New England. In truth I drc.aded him. 
When our children were old enough to cl.aim his c.arc, 
you remember, Susan, how I frowned, though you wcic 
pleased, at this learned man’s encomiums on their profi¬ 
ciency. *1 feared to trust them even with the alphabet ; it 
was the key to a fatal treasure. 

• But I loved to lead thci» by their liUlc hands along 
the beach, and point to nature in the vast and the 
minute, the sky, the sea, the green earth, the pebbles and 
the shells. The^n did I discourse of the mighty works 
and co-extensive goodness of tlie Oeity, with the simple 
wisdom of a man whose mind had profited by lonely 
days upon the deep, and his heart ^by the strong and 
pure affections of his ev"*(?ing home. Sometimes my 
voice lost itself in a tremulous deptli ; for 1 felt His eye 
upon me as I spoke. Once, while my wife and all of us 
were gazing at ourselves in the mirror left by the tide in 
a hollow of the sand, 1 pointed to the pictured heaven 
below, and bade her observe how religion was strewn 
every where in our path ; since even a c.asual pool of 
water recalled the idea of that home whither we were 
travelligg, to rest forever with our children. Suddenly, 
your image, Susan, and all the little faces made up ol 
*yours and mine, seemed to fade away and vanish around 
ii*i|lea(king a pale visage like my own of former days 
within ^he frame of a large looking glass. Strange 

illusion! . , ■ ■ 

My life glided on, the past appearing to mingle with 
the present and absorb the future, till the whole lies 
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before me at a glanc^ My manhood has long been 
waning with a stanch Cecay ; my earlier contem¬ 
poraries, after lives of unbroken health, are all ,at rd^t, 
without having known the weariness of later age ; and 
now, with a wrinkled forehead and thin white hair as 
badges of my dignitjf, I have become the patriarch, tRe 
Uncle of the village. 1 'love that name ; it widens the 
circle of my sympathies ; it joins all the youthful to my 
household, in the kindred of affection. 

Like uncle Parker, ^yhose rheumatic bones were 
dashed against Egg Rock, full forty years ago, I am a 
spinner of long yarns. Seated on the gunwale of'a dory, 
J^Et^he sunny^side of a boat house, where the warmtii 
is grateful to rriy limbs, or by my own hearth, when A 
friend or two are there, I overflow with talk, and yet am 
never tedious. With a broken voice I give utterance to 
much wisdom. Such, Heaven be praised ! is the vigor 
of my faculties, that many a forgotten usage, and tradi¬ 
tions ancient in my youth, and early adventures of myself 
or others, hitherto effaced by things more recent, acquire 
new distinctness in my mcme-/. I remember the happy 
days when the haddock were more numerous on all the 
fishing grounds than sculpins in the surf; when the 
deep-water cod swam close in shore, and the dogfish, 
with his poisonous horn, had not learned to take the 
hook. 1 can number every equinoctial storm, in which 
the sea has overwhelmed the street, flooded the cellars 
of the village, and hissed upon our kitchen hearth. I 
give the history of the great whale that was laqded on 
Whale Beach, and whose jaws, being now my gateway, 
will last for ages after my coffin shall ha'v’e passed 
beneath them. Thence it is an easy digressioff’to ^ybe 
halibut, scarcely smaller than the whale, which tan out 
six cod lines, and hauled my dory to the mouth of Boston 
Harbor, before I could touch him with the gaff. 

If melancholy accidents be the theme of conversation. 
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I tell how a frierxJ of mine was talipn out of his boat by 
•n ^normous shark ; and the Ad, true tale of a youns 
rttan o^ ^e eve of marriage, who had been nine days 
missing, when his drowned body floated into the very 
pathway, on Marblehead Neck, that^lad often led him 
to tTie dwelling of his bride ; as if the dripping corpse 
would have come where the mourner was. With such 
awful fidelity did that lover return to fulfil his vows 1 
Another favorite story is of a crazy maiden, who con¬ 
versed with angels and had thc^ift of prophecy, ami 
whom all ^he village loved and pitied, though she went 
from door to door accusing us of sin, exhorting to 
rc|>cntnncc, and foretelling our destrucli^t by flooff^f^ 
earthquake. If the young ineTi boast their knowledge of 
the ledges and sunken rocks, I speak of ]jilots, who 
knew the wind by its scent and the wave by its taste, 
and could have sttf;crcd blindfold to any port between 
Hoston and Mount Desert, guided only by the rote of the 
shore; the peculiar sound of the surf on each island, beagh, 
and line of rocks, along the coast. T4us do I talk, and 
all my auditors grow wise, wTRle they deem it pastime. 

I recollect no happier portion of my life, than this, my 
calm old age. It is like the sunny and sheltered slope 
of a valley, where, late in the autumn, the grass is 
greener than in August, and intermixed with golden 
dandelions, that have not been seen till now, since the 
first warmth of the year. But with me, the verdure and 
the flowers are not frostbitten in the midst of winter. A 
playfulness has revisited my mind ; a sympathy with the 
young and gay ; an unpainful interest in the business of 
ofiiers ; a light and wandering curiosity; arising, per- 
ha]/l,^rom the sense that my toil on earth is ended, and 
the brief l^our till bedtime may be spent in play. Still, I 
have fancied that there is a depth of feeling and reflec- 
tipn, under thi% su|>erficial levity, peculiar to one who 
has lived long, and is soon to die. 
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Show me any thing that would make an infant smile, 
and you shall behold a %leam of mirth over the hoarf 
ruin of my visage. I can spend a pleasant hf.V'j in thb 
sun, watching the sports of the village children, on the 
edge of the surf; ijow they chase the retreating wave f?r 
down over the wet sand ; now it steals softly up to kiss 
their naked feet ; now it comes onward with threatening 
front, and roars after the laughing crew, as they scamper 
beyond its reach. Why should not an old man be 
merry too, when the gveat sea is at play with those little 
children.^ I delight, also, to follow in the ^vake of a 
pleasure parly of young men and girls, strolling along 
n^iitach afi(^i- an early supper at the Point. Here, with 
h.andkerchiefs at nose, tlley bend over a heap of eel 
grass, entangled in which is a dead skate, so oddly 
accoutred with two legs and a long tail, that they 
mistake him for a drowned animal. few steps farther, 
the ladies scream, and the gentlemen make ready to 
prptcct them ag.iinst a young shark of the dogfish kind, 
rolling with lifeli,ke motion in the tide that has thrown 
him up. Next, they are S'.hit with wonder at the black 
shells of a wagon load of live lobsters, packed in rock- 
weed for the country market. And when they reach the 
fleet of dories, just hauled ashore after the day’s fishing, 
how do I laugh in my sleeve, and sometimes roar 
outright, at the simplicity of these young folks and the 
sly humor of the fishermen ! In winter, when our village 
is thrown into a bustle by the arrlvaal of perhaps a score 
of country dealers, bargaining for frozen firh, to be 
transported hundreds of miles, and eaten fresh in Ver¬ 
mont or Canada, I am a pleased but idle spectator in the 
throng. For I launch my boat no more. (* * 

When the shore was solitary, I have found a pleasure 
that seemed even to exalt my mind, in observing the 
sports or contentions of two gulls, as they wheeled ai^fl 
hovered about each other, with hoarse screams, one 
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„,oment flapping on the foan, o< the 
boating aloft, till their white *bosoms melted into the 
ftooer j -ishine. In the calm of the summer sunset, I 
dmg my aged limbs, witlf a little ostentation of activity, 
SuTe I ah, so old, up to the roci,y brow of the h.lK 
There I see the white sails of jnany a vessel, outward 

iTd or home«,d f,«.o iho bUck UaU o a 

vapor behind the eastern steamboat; there, too, is the 
sun, going down, but not in gloom, and there the 
illimitable ocean mingling with tl*e sky, to icmmd me o 

^^ult'sweVest of all is the hour of cheerful musing mul, 
pltuisant talk, that comes be^tween the ^usk anunrnc 
LXted candle, by my glowing lircside. And never, even 
on the first Thanksgiving night, when Susan and I sat 
alone with our hopes, nor the second, when a stranger 
had been sent to gladden us, and be the visible image of 
our affection, did 1 feel such joy as now. All that belong 
to me are here ; Death has taken none, nor Uise^c 
kept them away, nor Strife divided *hcm from thiir 
parents or each other ; with’l.eithcr poverty nor riches to 
disturb them, nor the misery of desires beyond their lot, 
they have kept New England’s festival round the patri¬ 
arch’s board. For I am a patriarch ! Here 1 sit among 
my descendants, in my old arm chair and immemorial 
corner, while the firelight throws an appropnaW glory 
round my venerable frame. Susan ! My children . 
Something whispers me, that this happiest hour must be 
the final .ne, and that nothing remains but to bless you 
all, and depart with a treasure of recollected joys to 
ifeaven. Will you meet me there ? Alas ! your figures 
groU^rdistinct, fading into pictures on the air, and now 
To faintcr^utlines, while the fire i* 
walls of a familiar room, and shows the book that I flung 
d||»n, and the jlieet that I left half written, some fifty 
ago. I lift tny eyes to the looking glass, and 
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perceive myself alon6^ unless those be the mermaid’s 
features, retiring into the depths of the mirror, wiyi ai’ 
tender and melancholy smile. < ’ 

Ah ! one feels a .chillness, ribt bodily, but about the 
heart, and, moreov^, a foolish dread of lobking belynd 
him, after these pastime^. I can imagine precisely how 
a magician would sit down in gloom and terror, after 
dismissing the shadows that had personated dead or 
distant people, and stripping his cavern of the unreal 
splendor which had changed it to a palace. And now 
for a moral to my reverie. Shall it be, that, sjpce fancy 
can create so bright a dream of happiness, it were better 
to ctream on fi^ni youth to age, than to awake and strjye" 
doubtfully for something real! O, the slight tissue of a 
dream can no more preserve us from the stern reality of 
misfortune, than a robe of cobweb could repel the wintry 
blast. Be this the moral, then. In chaste and warm 
affections, humble wishes, and honest toil for some useful 
en^, there is health for the mind, and quiet for the heart, 
the prospect of va happy life, and the fairest hope of 
Heaven. 
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One September night, a family had gathered round 
their hearth, and piled it high wij;h the driftwood of 
mountain streams, the dry cones of the pine, and the 
splintered ruins of great trees, that had come crashing 
down the precipice. Up the chimney roared the fifej"' 
and brightened the room with*' its broad %laze. The 
faces of the father and mother had a sober gladness; 
the children laughed ; the eldest daughter was the image 
of Happiness at seventeen ; and the aged grandmother, 
^who sat knitting in the warmest place, was the image of 
Happiness grown old. They had found the “herb, 
heart’s ease,” in the bleakest spot of all ,New England. 
This family were situated in*5he Notch of the White 
Hills, where the wind was sharp throughout the year, 
and pitilessly cold in the winter—giving their cottage all 
its fresh inclemency, before it descended on the valley of 
the Saco. They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous 
one; for a mountain towered above their heads, so 
steep, that the stones would often rumble down its sides, 
and startle them at midnight. 

The daugjjiter had just uttered some simple jest, that 
filled them all with mirth, when the wind came through 
♦he Notch and %eemed to pause before their cottage— 
rattling ^e floor, with a sound of wailing and lamenta¬ 
tion, before ft passed into the valley. For a moment, 
it saddened them, though there was nothing unusual in 
the tones. But the family were glad again, when they 
perceived that the latch was lifted by some traveller, 
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whose footsteps hacj^been unheard amid the dreary blast, 
which heralded his approach, and wailed as he was entir- 
ing, and went mo^^ning away from the door. c 

Though they ^-welt in su;h a solitude, these people 
held daily convejpe with the world. The romantic gass 
of the Notch is a great artery, through which the life¬ 
blood of internal commerce is continually throbbing, 
between Maine, on one side, and the Green Mountains 
and the shores of the St. Lawrence on the other. The 
stage coach always drew up before the door of the 
cottage. The wayfarer, with no companion but his 
staff, paused here to exchange a word, that the sense 
oi loneline^^ might not utterly overcome him, ere he 
could pass through the’ cleft of the mountain, or reach 
the first house in the valley. And here the teamster, on 
his way to Portland market, would put up for the night; 
and, if a bachelor, might sit an hour beyond the usual 
bedtime, and steal a kiss from the mountain maid, at 
.parting. It was one of those primitive taverns, where 
the traveller pays only for food and lodging, but meets 
with a homely kindness beyond all price. When the 
footsteps were heard, therefore, between the outer door 
and the inner one, the whole family rose up, grand¬ 
mother, children, and all, as if about to welcome some 
one who belonged to them, and whose fate was linked 
with theirs. 

The door was opened by a young man. His face at 
first wore the melancholy expression, almost despond¬ 
ency, of one who travels a wild and bleak road, at night* 
fall and alone, but soon brightened up, when he saw the 
kindly warmth of his reception. He felt liis heart sp'ring. 
forward to meet them all, from the old worn lij, who 
wiped a chair with her apron, to the tittle child that held 
out its arms to him. One glance and smile placed the 
stranger on a footing of innocent familiarity with the 
eldest daughter. 
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“ Ah, this fire is the right thing ! ” cried he; “ especially 
when there is such a pleasant «ir?le round it. I am 
qmte4>enumbed ; for the Notch is just like the pipe of a 
great pair 8f bellows ; it haj blown a tVrible blast in my 
face, all the wa^ from Bartlett.” f 

‘•Then you are going towards Vermont?” said the 
master of the house, as he helped »o take a light knap¬ 
sack off the young man’s shoulders. 

“Yes ; to Burlington, and far enough beyond,” replied 
he. “I meant to have been at Ethan Crawford’s to¬ 
night ; but a pedestrian lingers along such a road as 
this. It is tio matter; for, when I saw this good fire, 
and all your cheerful faces, I fell as if you had kindhC- 
it oii purpose for me, and w*re waiting^’my arrival. 
.So I shall sit down among you, and make myself at 
home.” 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair 
to the fire, when sornething like a heavy footstep was 
• heard without, rushing down the steep side of the moun¬ 
tain, as with long and rapid strides, and^taking such a* 
leap, in passing the cott.age,<<>s to strike the opposite 
precipice. The family held their breath, because they 
knew the sound, and their guest held his, by instinct. 

“ The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear 
we should forget him,” said the landlord, recovering 
himself. “ He sometimes nods his head, and threatens 
to come down ; but we are old neighbors, and agree 
together pretty well, upon the whole. Besides, we have 
a sure place of refuge, hard by, if he should be coming in 
gftod earnesf,” 

^ Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished his 
supper^ bear’s meat; and, by his natural felicity of 
manner, to have placed himself on a fohting of kindness 
with the whole family, so that they talked as freely 
together, as if he belonged to their mountain brood. 
He was of a preJud, yet gentle spirit—haughty and 
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reserved among the_ rich and great; but ever ready to 
stoop his head to the Jowly cottage door, and be like a 
brother or son at the poor man’s fireside. In the !.ouse- 
hold of the No}f;h, he fov^nd warmth ana simplicity 
of feeling, the p;rvading intelligence of New England, 
and a poetry of native growth, which they had gathered, 
when they little thought of it, from the mountain peaks 
and chasms, and at the very threshold of their romantic 
and dangerous abode. He had travelled far and alone ; 
his whole life, indeed, had been a solitary path ; for, with 
the lofty caution of his nature, he had kept himself apart 
from those who might otherwise have been his com- 
■•,.®nions. The family, too, though so kind and hospit¬ 
able, had that consciouMess of unity among themselves, 
and separation from the world at large, which, in every 
domestic circle, should still keep a holy place, where no 
stranger may intrude. Hut, this evening, a prophetic 
sympathy impelled the refined and educated youth to 
pour out his heart before the simple mountaineers, and' 
constrained them to answer him with the same free con¬ 
fidence. And thus it f^'.ould have been. Is not the 
kindred of a common fate a closer tie than that of 
birth? 

The secret of the young man’s character was a high 
and abstracted ambition. He could have borne to live 
an undistinguished life, but not to be forgotten in the 
grave. Yearning desire had been transformed to hope ; 
and hope, long cherished, had become like certainty, 
that, obscurely as he journeyed now, a glory was to beam 
on all his pathway—though not, perhaps, iJhile he was 
treading it. But, when posterity should gaze back into 
the gloom of what was now the present, they woijJjl trace 
the brightness of his footsteps, brightening a^ meaner 
glories faded, and confess, that a gifted one had passed 
from his cradle to his tomb, with none to recognize him. 

“ As yet,” cried the stranger—his cheek glowing and 
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his eye flashing with enthusiasm—“ as yet, I have done 
nothing. Were I to vanish frc^^he earth to-morrow, 
non%would know so much of me as you ; that a nameless 
ySuth Qftnlb up, at nightfal^ from th^alley of the Saco, 
and opened his heart to you in the etning, and passed 
thto>»gh the rJotch by sunrise, and was seen no more. 
Not a soul would ask—‘Who wa» he.^—Whither did the 
wanderer go?’ But, I cannot die till I have achieved 
my destiny. Then, let Death come ! I shall have built 
my monument! ” 

There was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing 
forth amid tnbstracted reverie, which enabled the family 
to understand this young man’s sentiments, though,.?; • 
foreign from their own. With quick senfibility of the 
ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had 
been betrayed. 

“You laugh at me,” said he, taking the eldest daugh¬ 
ter’s hand, and laSghing himself. “ You think my 
I ambition as nonsensical as if 1 were to freeze myself 
to death on the top of Mount Washii^ton, only tlnrt 
people might spy at me fro«) the country round about. 
And truly, that would be a noble pedestal for a man’s 
statue ! ” 

“ It is better to sit here by this fire,” answered the girl, 
‘blushing, “ and be comfortable aud contented, though 
nobody thinks about us.” 

“ I suppose,” said her father, after a fit of musing, 
“there is something natural in what the young man says; 
and if my mind had been turned that way, I might have 
felt just the? same. It is strange, wife, how his talk has 
set,^y head rnnning on things that are pretty certain 
nevercome to pass.” 

, “Pertiapathey may,” observed the wife. “Is the man 
thinking what he will do when he is a widower ? ” 

“ No, no ! ” cried he, repelling the idea with reproach¬ 
ful kindness. “ When I think of your death, Esther, I 
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think of mine, too. But I was wishing we had a good 
farm in Bartlett, or^ Bethlehem, or Littleton, or some 
other township round the White Mountains ; bufc> not 
where they could ^’imble on our heads. I should want 
to stand well witRi my neighbors, and be called Squire, 
and sent to General Court for a term 'or two; foi» a 
plain, honest man may do as much good there as a 
lawyer. And when I should be grown quite an old 
man, and you an old woman, so as not to be long apart, 
I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all 
crying around me. li slate gr.avestone would suit me as 
well as a marble one—with just my name and age, and a 
•satse of a hymn, and something to let people know that 
I lived an hottest man aivA died a Christian.” 

“ There now ! ” exclaimed the stranger ; “ it is our 
nature to desire a monument, be it slate, or marble, or a 
pillar of granite, or a glorious memory in the universal 
heart of man.” ' 

“ We’re in a strange way to-night,” said the wife with 
fears in her eyes. “ They say it’s a sign of something, 
when folks’ minds go a ^.wandering so. Hark to the 
children ! ” 

They listened accordingly. The younger children had 
been put to bed in another room, but with an open door 
between, so that they could be heard talking busily 
among themselves. One and all seemed to have caught 
the infection from the fireside circle, and were outvying 
each other, in wild wishes, and childish projects of what 
they would do when they came to be men and women. 
At length, a little boy, instead of addressing his brothera 
and sisters, called out to his mother. 

“ I ’ll tell you what I wish, mother,” criqd he. “ I 
want you and father and grandma’m, and aU of us, an4 
the stranger too, to start right away, and go and take a 
drink out of the basin of the Flume I ” 

Nobody could help laughing at the> child’s notion of 
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leaving a warm bed, and dragging them from a cheerful 
,^re, to visit the basin of the* Flume—a brook, which 
^uSibles j)ver the precipice, deep widiin the Notch. The 
boy h*&d hardly spoken, vhen a wa^n rattled along the 
road, and shopped a moment biifbre the door. It 
appeared to contain two or three men, who were cheer¬ 
ing their hearts with the rough*chorus of a song, which 
resounded, in broken notes, between the cliffs, while the 
singers hesitated whether to continue their journey, or 
put up here for the night.” ^ 

“Father,” said the girl, “they are calling you by 
name.” * 

But the good man doubted whether they had rc.uiy ' 
cabled him, and was unwilling* to show hffnself too solic¬ 
itous of gain, by inviting people to patronize his house. 
He therefore did not hurry to the door; and the lash 
being soon appUed, the travellers plunged into the 
Notch, still singing and laughing, though their music 
and mirth came back drearily from the heart of the 
mountain. 

“ There, mother ! ” crie^* the boy, again. “ They’d 
have given us a ride to the Flume.” 

Again they laughed at the child’s pertinacious fancy 
for a night ramble. But it happened, that a light cloud 
passed over the daughter’s spirit; she looked gravely 
into the fire, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. 
It forced its way, in spite of a little struggle to repress it. 
Then starting and blushing, she looked quickly round 
the circle, as if they had caught a glimpse into her 
bosom. The stranger asked what she had been thinking 
of. 

‘U^otMng,” answered she with a downcast smile. 

“ Only I felt lonesome just then.” 

“O, 1 have always had a gift of feeling what is in 
other people’s hearts,” said he half seriously. “ Shall I 
tell the secrets* of yours? For 1 know what to think 
7 * 12 
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when a young girl rhivers by a warm hearth, and 
complains of lonesomeness at her mother’s side. Sh^all- 
I put these feelings into words ? ” 

“ They .would no^^ be a girl’s feelings any longer, if 
they could be put,into words,” replied the mountain 
nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye. 

All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of love was 
springing in their hearts, so pure that it might blossom 
in Paradise, since it could not be matured on earth ; for 
women worship such .gentle dignity as his ; and the 
proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is oftenest ^aptivated 
1^ simplicity like hers. But, while they spoke softly, and 
ne was watchjng the happy sadness, the lightsome 
shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden’s nature, the 
wind, through the Notch, took a deeper and drearier 
sound. It seemed, as the fanciful stranger said, like the 
choral strain of the spirits of the blast, who in old Indian 
times had their dwelling among these mountains, and 
mq,de their heights and recesses a sacred region. There 
was a wail, along the road, as^ if a funeral were passing. 
To chase away the gloom, the family threw pine branches 
on their fire, till the dry leaves crackled and the flame 
arose, discovering once again a scene of peace and 
humble happiness. The light hovered about them fondly, 
and caressed them all. There were the little faces of 
the children, peeping from their bed apart, and here 
the father’s frame of strength, the mother’s subdued 
and careful mien, the high-browed youth, the budding 
girl, and the good old grandam, still knitting in the 
warmest place. The aged woman looked up from 
her task, and with fingers ever busy, was the next to 
speak. 

“ Old folks have their notions,” said she, “ as well 
as young ones. You’ve been wishing and planning, and 
letting your heads run on one thing and another, till 
you’ve set my mind a wandering too. Now what should 
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an old woman wish for, when |h# can go but a step or 
before she comes to her grave ? Children, it will 
haunt^onight and day, till I tell 

“What is it, mother?* cried the^husband and wife 
a< qpce. 

Then the old woman, with air of mystery, which 
drew the circle closer round the fire, informed them 
that she had provided her graveclothes some years 
before—a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruff, 
and every thing of a finer sort tl*in she had worn since 
her weddijpg day. But, this evening, an old superstition 
had strangely recurred to her. It used to be said in h'^r, 
younger days, that if any tiling were amis* with a corpse, 
if only the ruff were not smooth, or the cap did not set 
light, the corpse, in the coffin and beneath the clods, 
would strive to put up its cold hands and arrange it. 
The bare thought made her nervous. 

“ Don’t talk so, grandmother 1 ” said the girl, shud¬ 
dering. 

“Now,”—continued th«^^ old woman with singular 
earnestness, yet smiling strangely at her own folly,— 
“ I want one of you, my children—when your mother 
is dressed, and in the coffin — I want one of you to 
hold a looking glass over my face. Who knows but 
I may take a glimpse at myself, and see whether all’s 
right?’' 

“ Old and young, we dream of graves and monu¬ 
ments,” murmured the stranger youth. “ I wonder 
Jiow mariilers feel when the ship is sinking, and they, 
unknown andjundistinguished, are to be buried together 
in the ocejn—that wide and nameless sepulchre?” 

For-a i^oment, the old woman’s ghastly conception 
so engrossed the minds of her hearers, that a sound, 
abroad in the night, rising like the roar of a blast, had 
grovra broad, de^, and terrible, before the fated group 
were conscious ol it. The house, and all within it. 
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trembled ; the foundations of the earth seemed to be 
shaken, as if this awful sound were the peal of the Jpse 
trump. Young and Id exchanged one wild glcncje, and 
remained an instaif ^ pale, affrighted, without utterance, 
or power to move. ' Then the same shriek* burst simuV 
taneously from all their bps. 

“ The Slide ! The Slide ! ” 

The simplest words must intimate, but not portray, 
the unutterable horror of the catastrophe. The victims 
rushed from their cottage, and sought refuge in what 
they deemed a safer spot—where, in contemjjlation of 
«iich an emergency, a sort of barrier had been reared. 
Alas ! they ha<r* quitted thqir security, and fled right into 
the pathway of destruction. Down came the whole side 
of the mountain in a cataract of ruin. Just before it 
reached the house, the stream broke into two branches— 
shivered not a window there, but 'overwhelmed the 
whole vicinity, blocked up the road, and annihilated 
every thing in its dreadful course. Long ere the 
thunder of that |reat Slide J'ad ceased to roar among 
the mountains, the mortal agony had been endured, 
and the victims were at peace. Their bodies were 
never found. 

The next morning, the light smoke was seen steal¬ 
ing from the cottage chimney up the mountain side. 
Within, the fire was yet smouldering on the hearth, and 
the chairs in a circle round it, as if the inhabitants 
had but gone forth to view the devastation of the Slide, 
and would shortly return to thank Heaven for ^eir mira¬ 
culous escape. All had left separate tokens, by which 
those, who had known the family, were made to sKed 
a tear for each. Who has not heard their tiione? 
The story has been told far and wide, and will forever 
be a legend of these mountains. Poets have sung their 
fate. 

There were circumstances which led some to suppose 
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that a stranger had been received into the cottage on 
this awful night, and had shared tlfe catastroplie ol all its 
iTlni^tes. Others denied that there were sufficient grounds 
fbr sugh # conjecture. Woe, for tin-, high-souled youth, 
with his dream of Earthl/lmmortalii!;'! His name and 
person utterly unknown ; his history,'his way of life, his 
plans, a mystery never to be sqjved; his death and his 
existence, equally a doubt 1 Whose was the agony of 
that death moment f 
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Last night, between eleven and twelve o’clock, when the 
Old Year was leaving her final footprints on the borders 
of Time’s empire, she found herself in possession of a few 
spare moments, and sat down—of all places in *he world— 
on the steps of our new City Hall. The wintry moon¬ 
light showed 'ihat she looked weary of body, and sad of 
heart, like many another wayfarer of earth. Her gar¬ 
ments, having been exposed to much foul weather and 
rough usage, were in very ill condition ; and as the hurry 
of her journey had never before allowed her to take an 
instant’s rest, her shoes were so worn as to be scarcely 
^orth the mending. But, after trudging only a little 
distance farther, this pootz-Old Year was destined to 
enjoy a long, long sleep. I forgot to mention, that when 
she seated herself on the steps, she deposited by her side 
a very capacious bandbox, in which, as. is the custom 
among travellers of her sex, she carried a great deal of 
valuable property. Besides this luggage, there was a 
folio book under her arm, very much resembling the 
annual volume of a newspaper. Placing this volume 
across her knees, and resting her elbows upon it, with her 
forehead in her hands, the weary, bedraggled,“world-worn 
Old Year heaved a heavy sigh, and appeared to be 
taking no very pleasant retrospect of her past exigence. 

While she thus awaited the midnight knell that was to, 
summon her to the innumerable sisterhood of departed 
Years, there came a young maiden treading lightsomely 
on tiptoe along the street from the direction of the Rail- 
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road Dep6t. She was evidently a stranger, and perhaps 
had come to town by the evenijig*train of cars. There 
wfc a smiling cheerfulness in this fair maiden’s face, 
which b?spoke her fully^confident’‘of a kind reception 
from the multitude of people, with whom she was soon to 
fbrm acquaintance. Her dress was rather too airy for 
the season, and was bedizenech with fluttering ribbons 
and other vanities, which were likely soon to be rent 
away by the fierce storms, or to fade in the hot sunshine, 
amid which she was to pursue her changeful course. 
But still she was a wonderfully Jileasant looking figure, 
and had'so much promise and such an indescribable 
hopefulness in her aspect, that hardly any body could 
m«et her without anticipating«ome very <ftsirable thing— 
the consummation of some long-sought good—from her 
kind offices. A few dismal characters there may be, 
here and there about the world, who have so often been 
trifled with by young maidens as promising as she, that 
they have now ceased to pin any faith upon the skirts of 
the New Year. But, for my own part,^ have great faith 
in her ; and should I livAto see fifty more such, still, 
from each of those successive sisters, I shall reckon upon 
receiving something that will be worth living for. 

The New Year—^for this young maiden was no less 
a personage—carried all her goods and chattels in a 
basket of no great size or weight, which hung upon 
her arm. She greeted the disconsolate Old Year with 
great affection, and sat down beside her on the steps 
of the City Hall, waiting for the signal to begin her 
rambles trough the world. The two were own sisters, 
being both granddaughters of Time; and though one 
lool(^ ao much older than the other, it was rather 
owing to fcardships and trouble than to age, since there 
was but a twelvemonth’s difference between them. 

“Well, my dear sister,” said the New Year, after 
‘the first salutations, “you look almost tired to death. 
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What have you been about during your sojourn in this 
part of Infinite Spaced” ^ 

“O, I have it all recorded here in my Boolsf oj 
Chronicles,” answered the 01 (J Year, in a heavj^'tone. 
“ There is nothing f.hat would amuse you ^ and you will 
soon get sufficient knowledge of such matters from jSiUr 
own personal experience It is but tiresome reading.” 

Nevertheless, she turned over the leaves of the folio, 
and glanced at them by the light of the moon, feeling 
an irresistible spell of interest in her own biography, 
although its incidents were remembered without plea¬ 
sure. The volume, though she termed it hrf’ Book of 
Chronicles, seemed to be neither more nor less than the 
Salem Gazettd'for 1838® in the accuracy of which 
journal this sagacious Old Year had so much confidence, 
that she deemed it needless to record her history with 
her own pen. 

“What have you been doing in t^e political way?” 
asked the New Year. 

Why, my coijrse here in the U nited States,” said the 
Old Year—“though perhaprC' I ought to blush at the 
confession—my political course, I must acknowledge, 
has been rather vacillatory, sometimes inclining towards 
the Whigs—then causing the Administration party to 
shout for triumph—and now again uplifting what seemed 
the almost prostrate banner of the Opposition ; so that 
historians will hardly know what to make of me in this 
respect. But the Loco Focos —’’ 

“ I do not like these party nicknames,” interrupted 
her sister, who seemed remarkably touchy afi.out some 
points. “Perhaps we shall part in better*humor, if we 
avoid any political discussion.” « ftt 

“ With all my heart,” replied the Old Yeaf, who had 
already been tormented half to death with squabbles of 
this kind. “ I care not if the names of Whig or Tory^ 
with their interminable brawls about Bafiks and the Sub- 
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Treasury, Abolition, Texas, the Florida War, and a 
million of other topics—which ygu ♦fill learn soon enough 
fol^our own comfort—I care not, I say, if no whisper of 
tRese *nafters ever reaches my ears again. Yet they 
have occupied so large a share of my attention, that I 
scarcely know*what else to tell you. There has indeed 
been a curious sort of war on th# Canada border, where 
blood has streamed in the names of Liberty and Pat¬ 
riotism ; but it must remain for some future, perhaps far 
distant Year, to tell whether or no those holy names 
have been rightfully invoked. Nothing so much depresses 
me, in»my»view of mortal affairs, as to see high energies 
wasted, and human life and happiness thrown away, for 
en(^ that appear oftentimes •unwise, and still oftener 
remain unaccomplished. But the wisest people and the 
best keep a steadfast faith that the progress of Mankind 
is onward and upward, and that the toil and anguish of 
the path serve to Vear away the imperfections of the 
Immortal Pilgrim, and will be felt no more, when they 
have done their office.” 

“Perhaps,” cried the ho«eful New \ear—“perhaps I 
shall see that hapny day ! ” 

“I doubt whether it be so close at hand,” answered 
the Old Year, gravely smiling. “ You will soon grow 
weary of looking for that blessed consummation, and 
will turn for amusement (as has frequently been my own 
practice) to the affairs of some sober little city, like this 
of Salem. Here we sit on the steps of the new City 
Hall, which has been completed under my administra- 
•tion ; and^t would make you laugh to see how the game 
of.politics, oS which the Capitol at Washington is the 
gre^^heisboard, is here played in miniature. Burning 
Ambition rfnds its fuel here ; here Patriotism speaks 
boldly in the people’s behalf, and virtuous Economy 
demands retrenchment in the emolument of a lamp- 
Fighter; here the Aldermen range their senatorial dignity 
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around the Mayor’s chair of state, and the Common 
Council feel that thej*have liberty in charge. In short, 
human weakness and strength, passion and policy, Wfeifs 
tendencies, his aims and modes of pursuing *tham, hfs 
individual characteV, and his ^aracter in the mass, may 
be studied almost as well here as on the theatre t>f 
nations; and with thjs great advantage, that, be the 
lesson ever so disastrous, its Liliputian scope still makes 
the beholder smile.” 

“ Have you done much for the improvement of the 
City?” asked the New*Year. “Judging from what little 
I have seen, it appears to be ancient and time»voru.” 

“ I have opened the Railroad,” said the elder Year, 
“and half a 4pzen times,a day, you will hear the Jjell 
(which once summoned the monks of a Spanish Convent 
to their devotions) announcing the arrival or departure 
of the cars. Old Salem now wears a much livelier 
expression than when I first beheM her. Strangers 
rumble down from Boston by hundreds at a time. New 
fokces throng in Essex Street. Railroad hacks and 
omnibuses rattl^ over the ^vements. There is a per¬ 
ceptible increase of oyster shops, and other establish¬ 
ments for the accommodation of a transitory diurnal 
multitude. But a more important change awaits the 
venerable town. An immense accumulation of musty 
prejudices \yill be carried off by the free circulation of 
society. A peculiarity of character, of which the inhabi¬ 
tants themselves are hardly sensible, will be rubbed 
down and worn away by the attrition of foreign sub¬ 
stances. Much of the result will be good; •there will* 
likewise be a few things not so good. , Whether for 
better or worse, there will be a probable din^^nudQn of 
the moral influence of wealth, and the svay of an 
aristocratic class, which, from an era far beyond my 
memory, has held firmer dominion here than in any 
other New England town.” 
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The Old Year having talked away nearly all of her 
little remaining breath, now cl(^seS her Book of Chron- 
iSJte, and was about to take her departure. But her 
^ster »dethined her a while longer, by inquiring the 
contents of the huge bandt)ox, which she was so painfully 
lagging along*with her. 

“These are merely a few tj^fles,” replied the Old 
Year, “ which I have picked up in my rambles, and am 
going to deposit in the receptacle of things past and 
forgotten. We sisterhood of Years never carry any thing 
really valuable out of the world with us. Here are 
patteriis of most of the fashions which 1 brought into 
vogue, and which have already lived out their allotted 
tei^. You will supply their »place with* others equally 
ephemeral. Here, put up in little China pots, like rouge, 
is a considerable lot of beautiful women’s bloom, which 
the disconsolate fair ones owe me a bitter grudge for 
stealing. I have likewise a quantity of men’s dark hair, 
instead of which I have left gray locks, or none at all. 
The tears of widows and other afflicted mortals, who 
have received comfort during the last twelve months, are 
preserved in some dozens of essence bottles, well corked 
and sealed. I have several bundles of love letters, 
eloquently breathing an eternity of burning passion, 
which grew cold and perished, almost before the ink 
was dry. Moreover, here is an assortment of many 
thousand broken promises, and other broken ware, 
all very light and packed into little space. The 
heaviest articles in my possession are a large parcel 
•of disappointed hopes, which, a little while ago, 
w#re bu'?)yant enough to have inflated Mr. Lauriat’s 
ball^n.”^ 

“ I hatje a fine lot of hopes here in my basket,” 
remarked the New Year, “ They are a sweet-smelling 
flower—a species of rose,” 

“They soon Jose their perfume,” replied the sombre 
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Old Year. “What else have you brought to insure a 
■welcome from the dis(‘bn<’ented race of mortals ? ” 

“ Why, to say the truth, little or nothing else,” ;,tiid 
her sister, with a smile — “save a few new Anhurls and 
Almanacs, and some' New Year’s gifts for the children. 
But I heartily wish well to poor mortals, arid mean to < 3 o 
all I can for their imprc-.-ement and happiness.” 

“ It is a good resolution,” rejoined the Old Year; 
“ and by the way, I have a plentiful assortment of good 
resolutions, which have now grown so stale and musty, 
that I am ashamed to carry them any farther. Only 
for fear that the City authorities would send Constable 
Mansfield, with a warrant after me, I should toss them 
into the street “t once. Many other matters go to make 
up the contents of my bandbox ; but the whole lot would 
not fetch a single bid, even at an auction of worn-out 
furniture; and as they are worth nothing either to you 
or any body else, I need not trouble you with a longer 
catalogue.” 

■*’“ And must I also pick up such worthless luggage in 
my travels?” asked the New'Year. 

“ Most certainly — and well, if you have no heavier 
load to bear,” replied the other. “ And now, my dear 
sister, I must bid you farewell, earnestly advising and 
exhorting you to expect no gratitude nor good will from 
this peevish, unreasonable, inconsiderate, ill-intending, 
and worse-behaving world. However warmly its inhab¬ 
itants may seem to welcome you, yet, do what you may, 
and lavish on them what means of happiness you please, 
they will still be complaining, still craving wh&t it is not 
in your power to give, still looking forward*to some other 
Year for the accomplishment of projects wh’ch ought 
never to have been formed, and which, if successful, 
would only provide new occasions of discontent. If 
these ridiculous people ever see any thing tolerable in 
you, it will be after you are gone forever.” 
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“But I,” cried the fresh-hearte^ New Year, “1 shall 
tnj^to leave men wiser than I • find them. I will offer 
them freely whatever good gifts Providence permits me 
to distribute, and will tell* them to be thankful for what 
tlj>ey have, and humbly hopeful for more ; and surely, if 
they are not absolute fools, they will condescend to be 
happy, and will allow me to be ^ happy Year. For my 
happiness must depend on them.” 

“Alas for you, then, my poor sister!” said the Old 
Year, sighing, as she uplifted her burden. “ We grand¬ 
children of Time are born to trouble. Happiness, they 
say, d%vells in the mansions of Eternity ; but we can only 
lead mortals thither, step by step, with reluctant 
murmurings, and ourselves must perish dfi the threshold. 
But hark ! my task is done.” 

The clock in the tall steeple of Hr. Eincrson’s church 
struck twelve ; these was a response from Dr. Flint’s, in 
the opposite quarter of the city ; and while the strokes 
were yet dropping into the air, the Old Year either 
flitted or faded away—and not the wisdom and might'of 
Angels, to say nothing of the remorseful yearnings of the 
millions who had used her ill, could have prevailed with 
that departed Year to return one step. But she, in the 
company of Time and all her kindred, must hereafter 
hold a reckoning with Mankind. So shall it be, likewise, 
with the maidenly New Year, who, as the clock ceased 
to strike, arose from the steps of the City Hall, and set 
out rather timorously on her earthly course. 

“A happy New Year !” cried a’watchman, eyeing her 
figure very tjuestionably, but without the least suspicion 
tfiat he was addressing the New Year in person. 

•^Tiaftk you kindly!” said the New Year; and she 
gave the* watchman one of the roses of hope from hei 
basket. “ May this flower keep a sweet smell, long after 
I have bidden vou good by.” 

Then she stepped on more briskly through the silen) 
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streets ; and such as were awake at the moment, heard 
her footfall, and said-''-“ The New Year is come ' ’’ 
Wherever there was a knot of midnight roisterers, tkey 
quaffed her health. She sighed, however, to perceive 
that the air was tainted—as the atmosphere of this world 
must continually be—with the dying breaths of mortals 
who had lingered just Icfiig enough for her to bury them. 
But there were millions left alive, to rejoice at her 
coming; and so she pursued her way with confidence, 
strewing emblematic flowers on the doorstep of almost 
every dwelling, which some persons will gather up and 
wear in their bosoms, and others will trample “under 
foot. The Carrier Boy can only say further, that, early 
this morning, ?he filled His basket with New Year’s 
addresses, assuring him that the whole City, with our 
new Mayor, and the Aldermen and Common Council at 
its head, would make a general rush to secure copies. 
Kind Patrons, will not you redeem the pledge of the 
NEW YEAR? 



SNOW FLAk*ES. 


There is snow in yonder cold gray sky of the morning! 
—and, through the [partially frosted window panes, I 
love to watch the gradual beginning of the storm. A 
few feaftiery flakes are scattered widely through the air, 
and hover downward with uncertain flight, now almost 
aliglfting on the earth, now whirled again aloft into 
remote regions of the atmosphere. These are not the 
big flakes, heavy with moisture, which melt as they 
touch the ground, an^ are portentous of a soaking rain. 
It is to be, in good earnest, a wintry storm. The two or 
three people, visible on the side walk, have an aspect of 
endurance, a blue-nosed, frosty fortitude, which is evi¬ 
dently assumed in anticipation of a comfortless and 
blustering day. By nightfall, or at least before the sun 
sheds another glimmering smile upon us, the street and 
»our little'garden will be heaped with mountain snow 
drifts. The soil, already frozen for weeks past, is pre¬ 
pared to sustain whatever burden may be laid upon it; 
and, to a northern eye, the landscape wilt lose its melan¬ 
choly bleakness and acquire a beauty of its own, when 
Mother Eajlh, like her children, shall have put on the 
fleecy gar^ of her winter’s wear. The cloud spirits are 
.»slo'#ly weaving her white mantle. As yet, indeed, there 
is bajifty rfrime like hoarfrost over the brown surface of 
the street ;*the withered green of the grass plat is still 
discernible; and the slated roofs of the houses do but 
begin to look gray instead of black. All the snow that 
has yet fallen widiin the circumference of my view, were 
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it heaped up together, would hardly equal the hillock of 
a grave. Thus graduall*/, by silent and stealthy influences, 
are great changes wrought. These little snow particles, 
which the storm spirit flings hy handfuls through the air, 
will bury the great earth under their accumulated mass, 
nor permitlher to behold her sister sky again for areary 
months. We, likewiste, shall lose sight of our mother’s 
familiar visage, and must content ourselves with looking 
heavenward the oftener. 

Now, leaving the storm to do his appointed office, let 
us sit down, pen in hand, by our fireside. Gloomy as it 
may seem,-there is an influence productive''of cheerful¬ 
ness, and favorable to imaginative thought, in the 
atmosphere ot a snowy day. The native of a southern 
clime may woo the muse beneath the -heavy shade of 
summer foliage, reclining on banks of turf, while the 
sound of singing birds and warbling rivulets chimes in 
with the music of his soul. In our brief summer, I do 
not think, but only exist in the vague enjoyment of a ' 
dream. My hcur of inspiration—if that hour ever comes 
—is when the green log hisses upon the hearth, and the 
bright flame, brighter for the gloom of the chamber, 
rustles high up the chimney, and the coals drop tinkling 
down among the growing heaps of ashes. When the^ 
casement rattles in the gust, and the snow flakes or the 
sleety raindrops pelt hard against the window panes, 
then I spread out my sheet of paper, with the certainty 
that thoughts and fancies will gleam forth upon it, like 
stars at twilight, or like violets in May—perhaps to fade 
so soon. However transitory their glow, thpy at least 
shine amid the darksome shadow which the clouds of the > 
outward sky fling through the room. Blessed^ thfetefore, 
and reverently welcomed by me, her true-bbrn son, be" 
New England’s winter, which makes, us one and all the 
nurslings of the storm, and sings a familiar lullaby even 
in the wildest shriek of the December blast. Now look 
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we forth again, and see how muc^ of his task the storm 
st^hit has done. 

.Slow ai^d sure ! He has the day, perchance the week, 
befor# him, and may tak# his own time to accomplish 
Nature’s burial in snow. A smooth mantle is scarcely 
yet‘thrown over the withered grass plat, and the dry 
stalks of annuals still thrust fnemselves through the 
white surface in all parts of the garden. The leafless 
rose bushes stand shivering in a shallow snow drift, 
looking, poor things ! as disconsolate as if they possessed 
a human consciousness of the dreary scene. This is a 
sad tftne Tor the shrubs that do not perish with the 
summer ; they neither live nor die ; what they retain of 
lifefseems but the chilling sense of death? Very sad are 
the flower shrubs in midwinter 1 The roofs of the houses 
are now all white, save where the eddying wind has kept 
them bare at the ^leak corners. To discern the real 
intensity of the storm, we must fix upon some distant 
object,—as yonder spire,—and observe how the riotous 
gust fights with the descending snow throughout the 
intervening space. Sometimes the entire prospect is 
obscured, then, again, we have a distinct, but transient 
glimpse of the tall steeple, like a giant’s ghost; and now 
the dense wreaths sweep between, as if demons were 
flinging snow drifts at each other in mid air. Look 
next into the street, where we have an amusing parallel 
to the combat of those fancied demons in the upper 
regions. It is a snow battle of schoolboys. What a 
pretty satire on war and military glory might be written, 
*in the foripi of a child’s story, by describing the snowball 
fights of two* rival schools, the alternate defeats and 
vict«fles bf each, and the final triumph of one party, or 
perhaps of neither 1 What pitched battles, worthy to be 
chanted in Homeric strains ! What storming of for- 
Vesses, built all of massive snow blocks ! What feats of 
individual oro«^ss, and embodied onsets of martial 
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enthusiasm ! And when some well-contested and deci¬ 
sive victory had put a period to the war, both armies 
should unite to build a lofty monument of snow upon'the 
battle field, and crown it with the victor’s statue, hewn of 
the same frozen marble. In a few days or weeks there¬ 
after, the passer-by would observe a shapeless mound 
upon the level common-; and, unmindful of the famous 
victory, would ask—“How came it there? Who reared 
it? And what means it?” The shattered pedestal of 
many a battle monument has provoked these questions, 
when none could answer. 

Turn we again to the fireside, and sit musing' there, 
lending our ears to the wind, till perhaps it shall seem 
like an articulatfe voice, an’d dictate wild and airy mavter 
for the pen. Would it might inspire me to sketch out 
the personification of a New England winter! And 
that idea, if I can seize the snow-wreathed figures that 
flit before my fancy, shall be the theme of the next 
page. 

How does Winter herald his approach? By the 
shrieking blast of latter autuih'n, which is Nature’s cry of 
lamentation, as the destroyer rushes among the shivering 
groves where she has lingered, and scatters the sear 
leaves upon the tempest. When that cry is heard, the 
people wrap themselves in cloaks, and shake their heads 
disconsolately, saying—“ Winter is at hand ! ” Then the 
axe of the woodcutter echoes sharp and diligently in the 
forest,—then the coal merchants rejoice, because each 
shriek of Nature in her agony adds something to the 
price of coal per ton—then the peat smoke spreads its' 
aromatic fragrance through the atmosphere?. A few days 
more; and at eventide, the children look out o^ thauwin- 
dow, and dimly perceive the flaunting of a sn<7wy mantle 
in the air. It is stern Winter’s vesture. They crowd 
around the hearth, and cling to their mother’s gown, or 
press between their father’s knees, affrighted by the 
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hollow roaring voice, that bellows adown the wide flue of 
the chimney. It is the voiae of Winter; and when 
^rents and children hear it, they shudder and exclaim 
—“ Winter is come ! Ct)ld Winter has begun his reign 
already !" Now, throughout New England, each hearth 
teeomes an altar, sending up the smoke of a continued 
sacrifice to the immitigable diity who tyrannizes over 
forest, country side, and town. Wrapped in his white 
mantle, his staff a huge icicle, his beard and hair a wind- 
tossed snow drift, he travels over the land, in the midst 
of the northern blast; and woe t5 the homeless wanderer 
whoifl helfinds upon his path ! There he lies stark and 
stiff, a human shape of ice, on the spot where Winter 
overtook him. On strides t^ie tyr.ant ftver the rushing 
rivers and broad lakes, which turn to rock beneath his 
footsteps. His dreary empire is established ; all around 
stretches the desolation of the Pole. Yet not ungrateful 
be his New England children—for Winter is our sire, 
though a stern and rough one—not ungrateful even for 
the severities which have nourished our unyieldmg 
strength of character. Ai'd let us thank him, too, for the 
sleigh rides, cheered by the music of merry bells—for the 
crackling and rustling hearth, when the ruddy firelight 
gleams on hardy Manhood and the blooming cheek of 
Woman—for all the home enjoyments, and the kindred 
virtues, which flourish in a frozen soil. Not that we 
grieve, when, after some seven months of storm and 
bitter frost. Spring, in the guise of a flower-crowned 
virgin, is seen driving away the hoary despot, pelting 
' him wiljf violets by the handful, and strewing green 
grass on tht path behind him. Often, ere he will 
giv#» up* his empire, old Winter rushes fiercely back, 
and hurl? a snow drift at the shrinking form of Spring; 
yet, step by step, he is compelled to retreat north¬ 
ward, and spends the summer months within the Arctic 
'circle. 
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Such fantasies, intermixed among graver toils of mind, 
have made the winter’s da^ pass pleasantly. Meanwhile, 
the storm has raged without abatement, and now, as the 
brief afternoon declines, is tossiag denser volumes to and 
fro about the atmosphere. On the window sill, there is 
a layer of snow, reaching half way up the lowest pane ot' 
glass. The garden is one unbroken bed. Along the 
street are two or three spots of uncovered earth, where 
the gust has whirled away the snow, heaping it elsewhere 
to the fence tops, or piling huge banks against the doors 
of houses. A solitary passenger is seen, now striding 
mid-leg deep across a drift, now scudding over the •’bare 
ground, while his cloak is swollen with the wind. And 
now the jingling of bells, a sluggish sound, responsiveeo 
the horse’s toilsome progress through the unbroken 
drifts, announces the passage of a sleigh, with a boy 
clinging behind, and ducking his head to escape detec¬ 
tion by the driver. Next comes a sledge, laden with 
wood for some unthrifty housekeeper, whom winter has 
surprised at a cold hearth. But what dismal equipage 
now struggles along the uneven street ? A sable hearse, 
bestrewn with snow, is bearing a dead man through the 
storm to his frozen bed. O, how dreary is a burial in 
winter, when the bosom of Mother Earth has no warmth 
for her p'oor child ! 

Evening—the early eve of December—begins to spread 
its deepening veil over the comfortless scene ; the fire¬ 
light gradually brightens, and throws my flickering 
shadow upon the walls and ceiling of the chamber ; but 
still the storm rages and rattles against the windows. 
Alas! I shiver, and think it time to be disconsolate. 
But, taking a farewell glance at dead nature inwher 
shroud, I perceive a flock of snow birds, skimming 
lightsomely through the tempest, and flitting from drill 
to drift, as sportively as swallows in the delightful prime 
of summer. Whence come they ? Where do they build 
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their nests and seek their food^? Why, having airy 
r^;ings, do they not follow summer around the earth, 
yistead of making themselves the playmates of the 
stornf, ancT fluttering on Ihe dreary verge of the winter’s 
eve? I knoiy not whence they come, nor why : yet my 
spifit has been cheered by that wandering flock of snow 
birds. 



THE SEVEN VAGABONDS. 


Rambling on foot in the spring of my life and the 
summer of the year, I came one afternoon to a point 
which gave me the choice of three directions. Straight 
before me, the main road extended its dust^ lertgth to 
Boston ; on the left a branch went towards the sea, and 
would have lengthened m'y journey a trifle of twenty or 
thirty miles ; while, by the right-hand path, I might have 
gone over hills and lakes to Canada, visiting in my way 
the celebrated town of Stamford. On a level spot of 
grass, at the foot of the guide post, appeared an object, 
which, though locomotive on a different principle, 
reminded me of‘Gulliver’s portable mansion among the 
Brobdignags. It was a huge covered wagon, or, more 
properly, a small house on wheels, with a door on one 
side and a window shaded by green blinds on the other. 
Two horses munching provender out of the baskets 
which muzzled them, were fastened near the vehicle; a 
delectable sound of music proceeded from the interior; 
and I immediately conjectured that this was some 
itinerant show, halting at the confluence of the roads to 
intercept such idle travellers as myself. A shower had 
long been climbing up the western sky, and now hung so 
blackly over my onward path that it w'hs a point of 
wisdom to seek shelter here. 

“Halloo! Who stands guard here? Is" the door* 
keeper asleep ? ” cried I, approaching a ladder of two or 
three steps which was let down from the wagon. 

The music ceased at my summons, and there appeared 
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at the door, not the sort of fij;ure that 1 had mentally 
assigned to the wandering shoynfhn, but a most respect- 
^"^e old personage, whom 1 was sorry to have atklressetl 
in s<t fre^ a style. Ilc^wore a snufT-colorcd coat and 
smallclothes with white top boots, and exhibited the mild 
Sighity of aspect and manner which may often be noticed 
in aged schoolmasters, and sometimes in deacons, select¬ 
men, or other potentates of that kind. A small piei eof 
silver was my passport within his premises, where I fouml 
only one other person, hereafter to be described. 

“ This is a dull day for business,” s.iid the old gentlc- 
man,»as Ifb ushered me in ! ‘‘ but 1 merely tarry here to 
refresh the cattle, being bound for the cami> meeting at 
Stamford.” 

Perhaps the moveable scene of this narrative is still 
peregrinating New England, and may enable the reader 
to test the accuracy’ of my description. The spectacle— 
for I will not use the unworthy term of )ni]jpct show— 
consisted of a multitude of little pcoi)lc .assembled on*i 
miniature st.age. Among them wert^ artisans of evtry 
kind, in the attitudes of'their toil, and a group of fair 
ladies and gay gentlemen standing ready for the 'dance ; 
a company of foot soldiers formed a line ticross the stage, 
looking stern, grim, and terrible enough, to make it a 
pleasant consideration that they were Itut three inches 
high ; and conspicuous above the whole was seen a 
Merry Andrew, in the pointed cap and motley coat of 
his profession. All the inhabitants of this mimic world 
were motionless, like the figures in a picture, or like that 
people ^vho one moment were alive in the midst of their 
business anti delights, and the next were transformed to 
stirtiiesf preserving an eternal semblance of labor that 
was ended, and pleasure that could be felt no more. 
Anon, however, the old gentleman turned the handle of 
a barrel organ, the first note of which produced a most 
enlivening efibet upon the figures, and awoke them all to 
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their proper occupations and amusements. By the self¬ 
same impulse the tailor p'ied his needle, the blacksmith’s 
hammer descended upon the anvil, and the dancers 
whirled away on feathery tiotoes ; the company of 
soldiers broke into platoons, retreated from the stage^ 
and were succeeded by a troop of horse, who ca;me 
prancing onward with such 'a sound of trumpets and 
trampling of hoofs, as might have startled Don Quixote 
himself; while an old toper, of inveterate ill habits, up¬ 
lifted his black bottle and took off a hearty swig. 
Meantime the Merry Andrew began to caper and turn 
somersets, shaking his sides, nodding his head,' and 
winking his eyes in as lifelike a manner as if he were 
ridiculing the nfnsense of all human affairs, and makhtg 
fun of the whole multitude beneath him. At length the 
old magician (for I compared the showman to Prospero, 
entertaining his guests with a mask of shadows) paused 
that I might give utterance to my wonder. 

* “ What an admirable piece of work is this! ” ex- 
clhimed I, lifting "p my hands in astonishment. 

Indeed, I liked the spectacld^ and was tickled with the 
old man’s gravity as he presided at it, for I had none of 
that foolish wisdom which proves every occupation that 
is not useful in this world of vanities. If there be a 
faculty which I possess more perfectly than most men, it 
is that of throwing myself mentally into situations foreign 
to my own, and detecting, with a cheerful eye, the 
desirable circumstances of each. I could have envied 
the life of this gray-headed showman, spent as it had 
been in a course of safe and pleasurable adventure, in 
driving his huge vehicle sometimes through the sands of 
Cape Cod, and sometimes over the rough forest ru..ds 
of the north and east, and halting now on the green 
before a village meeting house, and now in a paved 
square of the metropolis. How often must his heart 
have been gladdened by the delight of children, as they 
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viewed these animated figures ! or his pride indulged, by 
haranguing learnedly to grown pidh on the mechanical 
po^rs which produced such wonderful effects ! or his 
gallantvy bi^ught into play^(for this is an attribute which 
such grave men do not lack) by the visits of pretty 
mSidfns 1 An8 then with how fresh a feeling must he 
return, at intervals, to his own peculiar home ! 

“ I would I were assured of as happy a life as his,” 
thought I. 

Though the showman’s wagon might have .accom¬ 
modated fifteen or twenty spectators, it now contained 
only hgnself and me, and a third person at whom I 
threw a glance on entering. He was a neat and trim 
yoiujg man of two or three a.Vl twenty lohis drab hat, 
and green frock coat with velvet collar, were smart, 
though no longer new ; while a pair of green spectacles, 
th.at seemed needless to his brisk little eyes, gave him 
something of a scifol.ar-like and litcr.ary air. After 
allowing me a sufficient lime to inspect the puppets, he 
advanced with a bow, and drew my attention to somiJ 
books in a corner of the Vagon. These he forthwith 
began to extol, with an amazing volubility of well¬ 
sounding words, and an ingenuity of praise that won 
him my heart, as being myself one of the mo.st merciful 
of critics. Indeed his stock required some considerable 
powers of commendation in the salesman ; there were 
several ancient friends of mine, the novels of those h.appy 
days when my affections wavered between the Scottish 
Chiefs and Thomas Thumb ; besides a few of later date, 
whose merits had not been acknowledged by the public. 

wws glad to find that dear little venerable volume, the 
Newjpng^nd Primer, looking as antique as ever, though 
in its thousandth new edition ; a bundle of superannuated 
gilt picture books made such a child of me, that, partly 
; for the glittering covers, and partly for the fairy tales 
j within, I boughtthe whole ; and an assortment of ballads 
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and popular theatrical songs drew largely on my purse. 
To balance these expenditures, I meddled neither with 
sermons, nor science, nor morality, though volumdS of 
each were there; nor with ^ Life of Fraj-klincin tJie 
coarsest of paper, but so showily bound that it was 
emblematical of the Doctor himself, in the court drSss 
which he refused to wear at Paris ; nor with Webster’s 
Spelling Book, nor some of Byron’s minor poems, nor 
half-a-dozen little Testaments at twenty-five cents each. 

Thus far the collection might have been swept from 
some great bookstdle, or picked up at an evening 
auction room; but there was one small blue-<^overed 
pamphlet, which the pedler handed me with so peculiar 
an air, that I {.urchased iV immediately at his own price ; 
and then, for the first time, the thought struck me, that I 
had spoken face to face with the veritable author of a 
printed book. The literary man now evinced a great 
kindness for me, and I ventured to inquire which way 
he was travelling. 

^ “ O,” said he^/'I keep company with this old gentle¬ 
man here, and we are moVing now towards the camp 
meeting at Stamford.” 

He then explained to me, that for the present season 
he had rented a corner of the wagon as a bookstore, 
which, as he wittily observed, was a true Circulating 
Library, since there were few parts of the country where 
it had not gone its rounds. I approved of the plan 
exceedingly, and began to sum up within my mind the 
many uncommon felicities in the life of a book pedler, 
especially when his character resembled th&^ of the in¬ 
dividual before me. At a high rate was to be reckoned, 
the daily and hourly enjoyment of such interviewa js the 
present, in which he seized upon the admiration of a 
passing stranger, and made him aware that a man of 
literary taste, and even of literary achievement, was 
travelling the country in a showman’s wagon. A more 
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valuable, yet not infrequent triumi^, might be won in his 
conversations with some elderly*clergyman, long vegetat- 
itjg in a rocky, woody, watery back settlement of New 
England, who, as he recruited his library from the 
pedler’s stock^of sermons, would exhort him to seek a 
colldfee education and become the first scholar in his 
class. Sweeter and prouder yet would be his sensations, 
when, talking poetry while he sold spelling books, he 
should charm the mind, and haply touch the heart of a 
fair country schoolmistress, herself an unhonored poetess, 
a wearer of blue stockings which fione but himself took 
pains ft) look at. But the scene of his complctest glory 
would be when the wagon had, halted for the night, and 
his^tock of books was transferred to soi1?c crowded bar 
room. Then would he recommend to the multifarious 
company, whether traveller from the city, or teamster 
from the hills, or neighboring squire, or the landlord him¬ 
self, or his loutish hostler, works suited to each particular^ 
taste and capacity; proving, all the while, by acute 
criticism and profound ren^rk, that theHore in his books 
was even exceeded by that in his brain. 

Thus happily would he traverse the land ; sometimes 
a herald before the March of Mind ; sometimes walking 
arm in arm with awful Literature; and reaping every 
where a harvest of real and sensible popularity, which 
the secluded bookworms, by whose toil he lived, could 
never hope for. 

“ If ever I meddle with literature,” thought I, fixing 
myself in adamantine resolution, “ it shall be as a travel¬ 
ling bookseller.” 

* Though it was still mid afternooij, the air had now 
grovdf d^rk about us, and a few drops of rain came 
down upoft the roof of our vehicle, pattering like the 
feet of birds that had flown thither to rest. A sound 
o.f pleasant voices made us listen, and there soon 
appeared Iralf >^ay up the ladder the pretty person of a 
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young damsel, whose rosy face was so cheerful, that 
even amid the gloomy light it seemed as if the sunbeams 
were peeping under her bonnet. We next saw the dark 
and handsome features of a young man, who, with easier 
gallantry than might have been expected ^in the heart of 
Yankee land, was assisting her into the wagon. It 
became immediately evident to us, when the two 
strangers stood within the door, that they were of a 
profession kindred to those of my companions ; and I 
was delighted with the more than hospitable, the even 
paternal kindness, of the old showman’s manner, as he 
welcomed them ; while the man of literature hastened to 
lead the merry-eyed girl tp a seat on the long bench. 

“You are housed but just in time, my young friends,” 
said the master of the wagon. “ The sky would have 
been down upon you within five minutes.” 

The young man’s reply marked „h'm as a foreigner, 
not by any variation from the idiom and accent of good 
English, but because he spoke with more caution and 
accuracy, than imperfectly familiar with the language. 

“We knew that a shower was hanging over us,” said 
he, “and consulted whether it were best to enter the 
house on the top of yonder hill, but seeing your wagon 
in the road—” 

“We agreed to come hither,” interrupted the girl, with 
a smile, “ because we should be more at home in a 
wandering house like this.” 

I, meanwhile, with many a wild and undetermined 
fantasy, was narrowly inspecting these two doves that 
had flown into our ark. The young man, talf,,agile, and 
athletic, wore a mass of black shining curls clustering 
round a dark and vivacious countenance, which, if had 
not greater expression, was at least more active, and 
attracted readier notice, than the quiet faces of our 
countrymen. At his first appearance, he had been laden 
with a great mahogany box, of about two feet square, but 
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very light in proportion to its size, which he had imme¬ 
diately unstrapped from his shc^laers and deposited on 
tlje floor of the wagon. 

The^irl ^tad nearly as feir a complexion as our own 
beauties, and a brighter one than most of them ; the 
li^ttiess of ^er figure, which seemed calculated to 
traverse the whole world without weariness, suited well 
with the glowing cheerfulness of her face ; and her gay 
attire, combining the rainbow hues of crimson, green, and 
a deep orange, was as proper to her lightsome aspect 
as if she had been born in it. '/his gay stranger was 
approjS-iatdTy burdened with that mirth inspiring instru¬ 
ment, the fiddle, which her companion took from her 
hands, and shortly began the process of tifliing. Neither 
of us — the previous company of the wagon — needed 
to inquire their trade ; for this could be no mystery 
to frequenters of brigade musters, ordinations, cattle 
shows, commencements, and other festal meetings in our 
sober land : and there is a dear friend of mine, who will 
smile when this page recalls to his mei^ory a chivalrou? 
deed performed by us, in rescuing the shovvbox of such a 
couple from a mob of great double-fisted countrymen. 

“ Come,” said I to the damsel of gay attire, “ shall we 
visit all the wonders of the world together ? ” 

She understood the metaphor at once ; though indeed 
it would not much have troubled me, if she had assented 
to the literal meaning of my words. The mahogany box 
was placed in a proper position, and I peeped in through 
its small round magnifying window, while the girl sat by 
fny side, §nd gave short descriptive sketches, as one after 
another the pictures were unfolded to my view. We 
visit^il tog^ether, at least our imaginations did, full many 
a famous city, in the streets of which I had long yearned 
to tread; once, I remember, we were in the harbor of 
Barcelona, gazing townwards; next, she bore me through 
the air to Sicil)^ and bade me look up at blazing /Etna • 
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then we took wing to Venice, and sat in a gondola 
benc.ath the arch of 'thfi Rialto ; and anon she sat me 
down among tlie thronged spectators at the coronation 
of Napoleon. But there wasuonc scene, its'iocaiity she 
could not tell, which charmed my attention longer than 
all those gorgeous palaces and churches, because fne 
fancy haunted me, that 1 myself, the preceding summer, 
had beheld just such a humble meeting house, in just 
such a pine-surrounded nook, among our own green 
mountains. All these pictures were tolerably executed, 
though far inferior t(5^ the girl's touches of description ; 
nor was it easy to comprehend, how in so fetv sentences, 
and these, as I supposed, in a language foreign to her, 
she contrived'•to present an airy copy of each varied 
scene. When we had travclleil through the vast extent 
of the m.ahogany box, I looked into my guide’s face. 

“Where arc you going, my pretty maid?” inquired I, 
in the wortls of an old song. 

“ Ah,” said the gay damsel, “ you might as well ask 
where the sumi^er wind is going. We are wanderers 
here, and there, and every Where. Wherever there is 
mirth, our merry hearts are drawn to it. To-day, indeed 
the people have told us of a great frolic and festival in 
these parts ; so perhaps we may be needed at what you 
call the camp meeting at Stamford.” 

Then in my happy youth, and while her pleasant 
voice yet sounded in my ears, I sighed ; for none but 
myself, I thought, should have been her companion in 
a life which seemed to re.ilize my own wild fancies, 
cherished all through visionary boyhood to* J,hat hout. 
To these two strangers, the world was in its golden nge, 
not that indeed it rvas less d.ark and sad than, evcf, but 
because its weariness and sorrow had no-community 
with their ethereal nature. Wherever they might appear 
in their pilgrimage of bliss. Youth would echo back their 
gladness, care-stricken Maturity would rest a moment 
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from its toil, and Age, tottering airing the graves, would 
smile in withered joy for thoir*s.'iko.s. The lonely cot, 
tUe narrow^nd gloomy street, the sombre shade, wouKl 
catch a passing gleam likefthat now shining on ourselves, 
a^these bright,spirits waiuicred by. blessed pair, whose 
happy home was throughout all the c.irlh ! I looketl at 
my shoulders, and thought them broad enough to sustain 
those pictured towns and mount.iins ; mine, too, was an 
elastic foot, as tireless as the wing of the bird of para¬ 
dise; mine was then an uniroubled heart, that wouM 
have gone ^nging on its delightful way. 

“ O \naidcn ; ” said 1 aloud, “ w hy diil you not come 
hither alone 1 ” 

V^hile the merry girl aiio inyseii were nusy with the 
5 howbo.\, the unceasing rain h.ul driven another w-ayfarer 
into the wagon. He seemed pretty nearly of the ohl 
showman’s age, bus* much smaller, leaner, and more 
withered than he, and less respect.ibly cla<l in a |)atehcd 
suit of gray ; withal, he h.id a thin, shrewd counlcnanc«i 
tnd a pair of diminutive gvy whi<'li peeped rather 
00 keenly out of their puckered sockets. This old 
ellow had been joking with the showman, in a manner 
which intimated previous acquaintance ; but, perceiving 
hat the damsel and 1 had terminated our affairs, he 
Irew forth a folded document, and jiresented it to me. 
\s I had anticipated, it proved to be .a cirt til.ir, written 
n a very fair and legible hand, and signed by several 
listinguished gentlemen whom I had never heard of, 
.tating tha^the bearer had encountered every variety of 
nisfortun*, and recommending him to the notice of all 
:h^itablc people. Previous disbursements had left me 
lo irlftc Aan a five-dollar bill, out of which, however, I 
ilfered to make the beggar a donation, provided he would 
;ive me change for it. The object of my beneficence 
ooked keenly in my face, and discerned that I had none 
>f that abomina1}te spirit, characteristic though it be, of 
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a full-blooded Yankee, which takes pleasure in detecting 
every little harmless piece of knavery. 

“Why, perhaps,” said the ragged old mendicant, “if 
the bank is in good standing, I can’t say but I may have 
enough about me to change your bill.” ^ 

“It is a bill of the Suffolk Bank,” said I, “and better 
than the specie.” 

As the beggar had nothing to object, he now produced 
a small buff-leather bag, tied up carefully with a shoe¬ 
string. When this was opened, there appeared a very 
comfortable treasure of silver coins, of all sorts and 
sizes; and I even fancied that I saw, gleaming "among 
them, the golden plumage of that rare bird in our 
currency, the American Eagle. In this precious iieap 
was my bank note deposited, the rate of exchange being 
considerably against me. His wants being thus relieved, 
the destitute man pulled out of his pocket an old pack 
of greasy cards, which had probably contributed to fill 
}he buff-leather bag in more ways than one. 

“ Come,” said he, “ I spy 5. rare fortune in your face, 
aijd for twenty-five cents more, I ’ll tell you what it is.” 

I never refuse to take a glimpse into futurity; so, after 
shuffling the cards, and when the fair damsel had cut 
them, I dealt a portion to the prophetic beggar. Like 
others of his profession, before predicting the shadowy 
events that were moving on to meet me, he gave proof 
of his preternatural science, by describing scenes through 
which I had already passed. Here let me have credit 
for a sober fact. When the old man had ret^d a page in 
his book of fate, he bent his keen gray eyes on mine, 
and proceeded to relate, in all its minute partkultu-s,' 
what was then the most singular event of my^ife.’ It 
was one which I had no purpose to disclose, till the 
general unfolding of all secrets ; nor would it be a much 
stranger instance of inscrutable knowledge, or fortunate 
conjecture, if the beggar were to meet me in the street 
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to-day, and repeat, word for word, the page which I 
have here written. The fortun* teller, after predicting a 
destiny which time seems loath to make good, put up 
his CEWds, Secreted his trigasure bag, and began to con¬ 
verse with the other occupants of the wagon. 

•“Well, old*friend,” said the showman, “you have 
not yet told us which way your face is turned this 
afternoon.” 

“ I am taking a trip northward, this warm weather,” 
replied the conjurer, “across the Connecticut first, and 
then up through Vermont, and Inay be into Canada 
before»the fXll. But I must stop and sec the breaking up 
of the camp meeting at Stamford.” 

I»began to think that all the vagrants i.? New England 
were converging to the camp meeting, and had made 
this wagon their rendezvous by the way. The showman 
now proposed, that,^when the shower was over, they 
should pursue the road to Stamford together, it being 
sometimes the policy of these people to form a sort of 
league and confederacy. 

“And the young lady tob,” observed the gallant bib- 
liopolist, bowing to her profoundly, “and this foreign 
gentleman, as I understand, are on a jaunt of pleasure tO 
the same spot. It would add incalculably to my own 
enjoyment, and I presume to that of my colleague and 
his friend, if they could be prevailed upon to join our 
party.” 

This arrangement met with approbation on all hands, 
nor were any of those concerned more sensible of its 
advantages* than myself, who had no title to be included 
in it. Having already satisfied myself as to the several 
mod^ in^which the four others attained felicity, I next 
set my mind at work to discover what enjoyments were 
peculiar to the old “ Straggler,” as the people of the 
:ountry would have termed the wandering mendicant 
thd prophet. As he pretended to familiarity with the 
9 12 
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Devil, so I fancied that he was fitted to pursue and take 
delight in his way oi l,\fe, by possessing some of the 
mental and moral characteristics, the lighter and more 
comic ones, of the Devil in,popular stories. Among 
them might be reckoned a love of deception for its own 
sake, a shrewd eye and keen relish for human weakness 
and ridiculous infirmity, and the talent of petty fraud. 
Thus to this old man there would be pleasure even in 
the consciousness so insupportable to some minds, that 
his whole life was a cheat upon the world, and that, so 
far as he was conce.,ned with the public, his little 
cunning had the upper hand of its united wisdom. 
Every day would furnish him with a succession of minute 
and pungent triumphs ; as when, for instance, his impor¬ 
tunity wrung a pittance out of the heart of a miser, or 
when my silly good nature transferred a part of my 
slender purse to his plump leather^bag; or when some 
ostentatious gentleman should throw a coin to the ragged 
beggar who was richer than himself; or when, though 
he would not a’ways be so decidedly diabolical, his 
pretended wants should make^ him a sharer in the scanty 
living of real indigence. And then what an inexhaustible 
field of enjoyment, both as enabling him to discern so 
much folly and achieve such quantities of minor mis¬ 
chief, was opened to his sneering spirit by his pretensions 
to prophetic knowledge. 

All this was a sort of happiness which I could conceive 
of, though I had little sympathy with it. Perhaps, had I 
been then inclined to admit it, I might have found that 
the roving life was more proper to him than ib^either of 
his companions ; for Satan, to whom 1 bad compared 
the poor man, has delighted, ever since the time of; Job, 
in “ wandering up and down upon the eacth; ” and 
indeed a crafty disposition, which operates not in deep- 
laid plans, but in disconnected tricks, could not have an 
adequate scope, unless naturally impelled to a continual 
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change of scene and society. My reflections were here 
interrupted. 

“ Another visitor ! ” exclaimed the old showman. 

Tfce d»or of the wagpn had been closed against the 
tempest, which was roaring and blustering with prodi- 
^iaus fury aAd commotion, and beating violently against 
our shelter, as if it claimed all those homeless people for 
its lawful prey, while we, caring little for the displeasure 
of the elements, sat comfortably talking. There was 
now an attempt to open the door, succeeded by a voice, 
uttering some strange, unintelligible gibberish, which my 
companions mistook for Greek, and I suspected to be 
thieves’ Latin. However, the showman stepped forward, 
apd gave admittance to a figure which made me imagine, 
either that our wagon had rolled back two hundred 
years into past ages, or that the forest and its old 
inhabitants had sprung up around us by enchantment. 

It was a red In^an, armed with his bow and arrow. 
His dress was a sort of cap adorned with a singlh 
feather of some wild bird, and a frc<:k of blue cotthn 
girded tight about him on his breast, like orders of 
knighthood, hung a crescent and a circle, and other 
ornaments of silver ; while a small crucifix betokened 
that our Father the Pope had interposed between the 
Indian and the Great Spirit, whom he had worshipped 
in his simplicity. This son of the wilderness, and pilgrim 
of the storm, took his place silently in the midst of us. 
When the first surprise was over, I rightly conjectured 
him to be one of the Penobscot tribe, parties of which I 
had oftei# seen in their summer excursions down our 
pastern* riveirs. There they paddle their birch canoes 
am^g yie coasting schooners, and build their wigwam 
beside sogie roaring milldam, and drive a little trade in 
basket work where their fathers hunted deer. Our new 
visitor was probably wandering through the country 
'towards Bostop, subsisting on the careless charity of the 
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people, while he turned his archery to profitable account 
by shooting at cents, wilicb were to be the prize of his 
successful aim. 

The Indian had not long been seated, ere our nserry 
damsel sought to draw him into conversation. She, 
indeed, seemed all made up of sunshine in the month^of 
May ; for there was nothing so dark and dismal that her 
pleasant mind could not cast a glow over it; and the 
wild man, like a fir tree in his native forest, soon began 
to brighten into a sort of sombre cheerfulness. At 
length, she inquired wl'ether his journey had any par¬ 
ticular end or purpose. j. 

“ I go shoot at the camp meeting at Stamford,” replied 
the Indian. “ ’ 

“And here are five more,” said the girl, “all aiming at 
the camp meeting too. You shall be one of us, for we 
travel with light hearts and as for me, I sing merry 
songs, and tell merry tales, and am full of merry 
thoughts, and I dance merrily along the road, so that 
thdre is never any sadness among them that keep me 
company. But, O, you would "find it very dull indeed to 
go all the way to Stamford alone ! ” 

My ideas of the aboriginal character led me to fear 
that the Indian would prefer his own solitary musings 
to the gay society thus offered him; on the contrary, 
the girl’s proposal met with immediate acceptance, and 
seemed to animate him with a misty expectation of 
enjoyment. I now gave myself up to a course of thought 
which, whether it flowed naturally from this combination 
of events, or was drawn forth by a wayward faney, caused ' 
my mind to thrill as if I were listening to deep music. I 
saw mankind, in this weary old age of the world, ecfiher 
enduring a sluggish existence amid the smoke and dust 
of cities, or, if they breathed a purer air, still lying down 
at night with no hope but to wear out to-morrow, and all 
the to-morrows which make up life, among the same’ 
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dull scenes, and in the same ^retched toil, that had 
darkened the sunshine of to-d*y. But there were some, 
full of the primeval instinct, who preserved the freshness 
of y8uth fo their latest y«ars by the continual excitement 
of new objects, new pursuits, and new associates; and 
cafed little, though their birthplace might have been 
here in New England, if the grave should close over 
them in Central Asia. Fate was summoning a parlia¬ 
ment of these free spirits ; unconscious of the impulse 
which directed them to a common centre, they had come 
hither from far and near; and Ast of all, appeared the 
representative of those mighty vagrants, who had chased 
the deer during thousands of, years, and were chasing it 
n#w in the Spirit Land. Wandering Sown through the 
waste of ages, the woods had vanished around his path ; 
his arm had lost somewhat of its strength, his foot of its 
fleetness, his mier^ of its wild regality, his heart and 
mind of their savage virtue and uncultured force ; byt 
here, untamable to the routine of artificial life, rovmg 
now along the dusty rt^ad, as of oW over the forest 
leaves, here was the Indian still. 

“ Well,” said the old showman, in the midst of my 
meditations, “here is an honest company of us,—one, 
two, three, four, five, six—all going to the camp meeting 
at Stamford. Now, hoping no offence, I should like to 
know where this young gentleman may be going 'i ” 

I started. How came I among these wanderers? 
The free mind, that preferred its own folly to another’s 
wisdom; the open spirit, that found companions every 
' where Aove all, the restless impulse, that had so oft§n 
made me wVetched in the midst of enjoyments ; these 
w^ my claims to be of their society. 

“ My frtends 1 ” cried I, stepping into the centre of the 
wagon, “ I am going with you to the camp meeting at 
Stamford.” 

“But in what capacity?” asked the old showman, 
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after a moment’s si 1 en(;e. “ All of us here can get our 
bread in some creditable Way. Every honest man should 
have his livelihood. You, sir, as I take it, are a mere, 
strolling gentleman.” 

I proceeded to inform the company, that, jvhen Nature 
gave me a propensity to their way of life, she had not 
left me altogether destitute of qualifications for it; 
though I could not deny that my talent was less respect¬ 
able, and might be less profitable, than the meanest of 
theirs. My design, in short, was to imitate the story 
tellers of whom Orienftil travellers have told us, and 
become an itinerant novelist, reciting my own iexterhpor- 
aneous fictions to such audi-^nces as I could collect. 

“ Either this,” said 1 , “ is my vocation, or I have bebn 
born in vain.” 

The fortune teller, with a sly wink to the company, 
proposed to take me as an apprentice to one or other of 
h's professions, either of which undoubtedly would have 
given full scope to whatever inventive talent I might 
possess. The bibliopolist spoke a few words in opposi¬ 
tion. to my plan, influenced partly, I suspect, by the 
jealousy of authorship, and partly by an apprehension 
that the viva voce practice would become general among 
novelists, to the infinite detriment of the book trade* 
Dreading the rejection, I solicited the interest of the merry 
damsel. 

“ Mirth,” cried I, most aptly appropriating the words of 
L’Allegro, “to thee I sue! Mirth, admit me of thy crew I’’ 

“ Let us indulge the poor youth,” said Mirth, with a 
kindness which made me love her dearly, though I was’ 
no such coxcomb as to misinterpret her motives. “'I 
have espied much promise in him. True, a^sh^Sow 
sometimes flits across his brow, but the sunshfne is sur 
to follow in a moment. He is never guilty of a sad 
thought, but a meiTy one is twin born with it. We will 
take him with us ; and you shall see that he will set us 
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all a-laughing before we reacl^ the camp meeting at 
Stamford.” 

Her voice silenced the scruples of the rest, and 
gained me admittance tnto the league ; according to 
Jhe terms of,which, without a community of goods or 
profits, we were to lend each other all the aid, and 
avert all the harm, that might be in our power. This 
affair settled, a marvellous jollity entered into the whole 
tribe of us, manifesting itself characteristically in eacli 
individual. The old showman, sitting down to his barrel 
organ, stirred up the souls of th</pygmy people with one 
of tlft quickest tunes in the music book ; tailors, black¬ 
smiths, gentlemen, and ladiet^ all seeme^l to share in the 
Sfflrit of the occasion ; and the Merry Andrew played his 
part more facetiously than ever, nodding and winking 
particularly at me. The young foreigner flourished his 
fiddle bow with a •piaster’s hand, gnd gave an inspiring 
echo to the showman’s melody. The bookish man and 
the merry damsel started up simultaneously to danc^; 
the former enacting the ttlouble shuffle in a style which 
every body must have witnessed, ere Election vteek 
was blotted out of time ; while the girl, setting her arms 
akimbo, with both hands at her slim waist, displayed 
such light rapidity of foot, and harmony of varying 
attitude and motion, that I could not conceive how she 
ever was to stop; imagining, at the moment, that Nature 
had made her, as the old showman had made his puppets, 
for no earthly purpose but to dance jigs. The Indian 
bellowed ^orth a succession of most hideous outcries, 
somewhftt affrighting us, till we interpreted them as rtw 
v^ar song, with which, in imitation of his ancestors, he 
wa^prefecing the assault on Stamford. The conjurer, 
meanwhite, sat- demurely in a corner, extracting a sly 
enjoyment from the whole scene, and, like the facetious 
.Merry Andrew, directing his queer glance particularly 
at me. 
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As for myself, with gfxaX exhilaration of fancy, I began 
to arrange and color the incidents of a tale, wherewith I 
proposed to amuse an audience that very evening ; for 
saw that my associates were a Vittle ashamed of me, and 
that no time was to be lost in obtaining a public acknoty- 
ledgment of my abilities. 

“ Come, fellow-laborers,” at last said the old show¬ 
man, whom we had elected President; “ the shower is 
over, and we must be doing our duty by these poor souls 
at Stamford.” 

“We’ll come amon^them in procession, with music 
and dancing,” cried the merry damsel. 

Accordingly — for it nmst be understood that our 
pilgrimage was" to be performed on foot—we sallVed 
joyously out of the wagon, each of us, even the old 
gentleman in his white-top boots, giving a great skip as 
we came down the ladder. Above eur heads there was 
such a glory of sunshine and splendor of clduds, and 
such brightness of verdure below, that, as I modestly 
remarked at the 'time, Natur^seemed to have washed 
her face, and put on the best of her jewelry, and a fresh 
green gown, in honor of our confederation. Casting our 
eyes northward, we beheld a horseman approaching 
leisurely, and splashing through the little puddles on the 
Stamford road. Onward he came, sticking up in /his 
saddle with rigid perpendicularity, a tall, thin figure in 
rusty black, whom the showman and the conjurer shortly 
recognized to be, what his aspect sufficiently indicated, a 
travelling preacher of great fame among the Methodists, 
^hat puzzled us was the fact, that his face appeared' 
turned from, instead of to, the camp meeting'^at Stamford. 
However, as this new votary of the wandering life il/ew 
near the little green space, where the. guidfepost and 
our wagoa were situated, my six fellow-vagabonds and 
myself rushed forward and surrounded him, crying out 
with united voices— 
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“What ^ews, what news, froiii,the camp meeting at 
Stamford ? ” 

The missionary looked down, in surprise, at as singular 
"a knot of people as coulfl have been selected from all 
his heterogenfous auditors. Indeed, considering that 
we might all be classified under the general head of 
Vagabond, there was great diversity of character among 
the grave old showman, the sly, prophetic beggar, the 
fiddling foreigner and his merry damsel, the smart 
bibliopolist, the sombre Indian, and myself, the itinerant 
novelist, a slender youth of eighteen. I even fancied 
that a*smile was endeavoring to disturb the iron gravity 
of the preacher’s mouth. 

“•Good people,” answered ne, “the c 5 mp meeting is 
broke up.” 

So saying, the Methodist minister switched his steed, 
and rode westward.. Our union being thus nullified 
by the removal of its object, we were sundered at once, 
to the four winds of Heaven. The fortune teller, giving 
a nod to all, and a peculiaiii wink to me' departed on his 
northern tour, chuckling within himself as he took t,he 
Stamford road. The old showman and his literary 
coadjutor were already tackling their horses to the 
wagon, with a design to peregrinate south-west along the 
sea coast. The foreigner and the merry damsel took 
their laughing leave, and pursued the eastern road, 
which 1 had that day trodden ; as they passed away, the 
young man played a lively strain, and the girl’s happy 
spirit broke into a dance: and thus, dissolving, as it 
,were, into sunbeams and gay music, that pleasant paj^^ 
> def)arted froin my view. Finally, with a pensive shadow 
thro^ across my mind, yet emulous of the light philosophy 
of my late liompanions, I joined myself to the Penobscot 
Indian, and set forth towards the distant city. 



THE WHITE OLD MAID. 

The moonbeams came through two deep and narrow 
windows, and showeA a spacious chamber^ richly fur¬ 
nished in an antique fashion. From one lattite, the 
shadow of the diamond*, panes was thrown upon the 
floor ; the gho\,tly light, through the other, slept ilpon 
a bed, falling between the heavy silken curtains, and 
illuminating the face of a young man. But, how quietly 
the slumberer lay ! how pale his feriures ! and how like 
a shroud the sheet was wound about his frame ! Yes; 
it was a corpse, in its burial clothes. 

Suddenly, the' fixed featui^s seemed to move with 
dark emotion. Strange fantasy! It was but the shadow 
of the fringed curtain, waving betwixt the dead face and 
the moonlight, as the door of the chamber opened, and a 
girl stole softly to the bedside. Was there delusion in 
the moonbeams, or did her gesture and her eye betray a 
gleam of triumph, as she bent over the pale corpse— 
pale as itself—and pressed her living lips to the cold 
ones of the dead? As she drew back from that long 
kiss, her features writhed, as if a proud hearty were fight- 
i.i’g with its anguish. Again it seemed that the features 
of the corpse had moved, responsive to her own. Still 
an illusion ! The silken curtain had waved % sSfeond 
time betwixt the dead face and the moonlight,*as another 
fair young girl unclosed the door, and glided, ghost-like, 
to the bedside. There the two maidens stood, both 
beautiful, with the pale beauty of the' dead between 
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them. But|she, who h.id first enured, was proud and 
stately ; and the other, a soft an(> fragile thing. 

^‘Aw^y!” cried the lofty one. “Thou hadst him 
^iving ! The dead is niincf ” 

“Thine!” rriturncd the other, shuddering. “Well 
hast t^iou spoken I The dead is tliine !” 

The proud girl started, and stared into her face, with 
a ghastly look. But a wild and mournful e.xpression 
passed across the features of the gentle one ; and, weak 
and helpless, she sank down on the bed, her head 
pillowed beside that of the corpsc,^nd her hair mingling 
with hft dark locks. A creature of hope and joy, the 
first draught of sorrow had bewldered her. 

“ ftdith I ” cried her rival. 

Edith groaned, as with a sudden cominession of the 
heart; and removing her cheek from the dead youth’s 
pillow, she stood upright, fearfully encountering the eyes 
of the lofty girl. 

“W'ilt thou betray me?” said the latter, r.almly. 

“Till the dead bid m» speak, 1 will be silent,” 
answered Edith. “ Le.ave us alone together ! (lo, aijd 
live many years, and then return, and tell me of thy 
life. He, too, will be here ! Then, if thou tellcst of 
sufferings more than death, we will both forgive thee.” 

“And what shall be the token?” asked the proud 
girl, as if her heart acknowledged a meaning in these 
wild words. 

“This lock of hair," said Edith, lifting one of the dark, 
clustering juris, that lay heavily on the dead man’s 
brow. 

'The two maidens joined their hands over the bosom 
of tl^coi^se, and appointed a day and hour, far, far in 
time to come, for their next meeting in that chamber- 
The statelier girl gave one deep look at the motionless 
cpuntenance, and departed — yet turned again and 
trembled, ere sh% closed the door, almost believing that 
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her dead lover frowned upon her. And Edith tool- 
Was not her white f-rm fading into the moonlight? 
Scorning her own weakness, she went forth, and per¬ 
ceived that a negro slave v.as waiting in the passage, 
with a wax light, which he held between her face ^nd 
his own, and regarded her, as she thought, with an ugly 
expression of merriment. Lifting his torch on high, the 
slave lighted her down the staircase, and undid the 
portal of the mansion. The young clergyman of the 
town had just ascended the steps, and bowing to the 
lady passed in withm<f a word. 

Years, many years, rolled on ; the world seemed new 
again, so much older wrp it grown since the night when 
those pale gUls had clasped their hands across the 
bosom of the corpse. In the interval, a lonely woman 
had passed from youth to extreme age, and was known 
by all the town as the “ Old htaid in the Winding 
Sheet.” A taint of insanity had affected her whole life, 
but so quiet, sad, and gentle, so utterly free from violence, 
that she was sbffered to pivsue her harmless fantasies 
unmolested by the world, with whose business or plea¬ 
sures she had nought to do. She dwelt alone, and never 
came into the daylight, except to follow funerals. When¬ 
ever a corpse was borne along the street, in sunshine, 
rain, or snow, whether a pompous train, of the rich and 
proud, thronged after it, or few and humble were the 
mourners, behind them came the lonely woman, in a 
long, white garment, which the people called her shroud. 
She took no place among the kindred or the friends, 
>ut stood at the door to hear the funeral poayer, and 
walked in the rear of the procession, as one whose > 
earthly charge it was to haunt the house of moflifning, 
and be the shadow of affliction, and see that the dead 
were duly buried. So long had this been her custom, 
that the inhabitants of the town deemed her a part of 
every funeral, as much as the coffin |)all or the very 
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corpse usell. and augured ill of the sinner’s destiny, 
unless the »Old Maid in the ^VV^nding Sheet” came 
gliding, like a ghost, behind. Once, it is said, she 
,.»#ffight«d a bridal party, wij^h her pale presence, appear¬ 
ing suddenly in the illuminated hall, just as the priest 
wa* uniting a ffllsc maid to a wealthy man, before her 
lover had been dead a year. Kvil was the omen to that 
marriage ! Sometimes she stole forth by moonlight, and 
visited the graves of venerable Integrity, and wedded 
Love, and virgin Innocence, and every spot where the 
ashes of a kind and faithful he.yt were mouldering. 
Over tjje hiSocks of those favored dead, would she 
stretch out her arms, with a resture, as if she were 
scattfring seeds ; and many believed th:i4 she brought 
them from the garden of Paradise ; for the graves which 
she had visited were green bcne.ath the snow, and 
covered with sweet flowers from April to November. 
Her blessing was better than a holy verse upon the 
» tombstone. Thus wore away her long, sad, peaceful, 
and fantastic life, till few were so old .as she, and the 
people of later generations wondered how the dead had 
ever been buried, or mourners had endured their grief, 
without the “ Old Maid in the Winding Sheet.” 

Still, yetirs went on, and still she followed funerals 
and was not yet summoned to her own festival of death. 
One afternoon, the great street of the town was all alive 
with business and bustle, though the sun now gilded 
onJy the upper half of the church spire, having left the 
housetops and loftiest trees in shadow. The scene was 
cheerful and*nimated,in spite of thesombre shade between^ 
tHe bigh brick buildings. Here were pompous merchants, 
'n whi^ wjgs and laced velvet; the bronzed faces of sea 
captains; tl^ foreign garb and air of Spanish creoles; 
and the disdainful port of natives of Old England ; all 
contrasted with the rough aspect of one or two back 
settlers, negotiating sales of timber, from forests where 
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axe had never sounded. Sometimes a Ixdy passed, 
swelling roundly fdrtl^ in an embroidero'd petticoat, 
balancing her steps in high-heeled shoes, and courtesying, 
with lofty grace, to the punctilious obeisances of tlw 
gentlemen. The life of the town seemed to have its very 
centre not far from an old mansion, that stood somewhat 
back from the pavement, surrounded by neglected grass, 
with a strange air of loneliness, rather deepened than 
dispelled by the throng so near it. Its site would have 
been suitably occupied by a magnificent Exchange, or a 
brick block, lettered ^11 over with various signs ; or the 
large house itself migiit have made a noble tave'n, with 
the “ King’s Arms ” sw' iging before it, and guests in 
every chamb6.v, instead of the present solitude. But, 
owing to some dispute about the right of inheritance, 
the mansion had been long without a tenant, decaying 
from year to year, and throwing the stately gloom of its 
shadow over the busiest part of the town. Such was the 
scene, and such the time, when a figure, unlike any that 
have been described, was observed at a distance down 
the street. 

‘ “ I espy a strange sail yonder,” remarked a Liverpool 
captain ; “ that woman, in the long, white garment! ” 

The sailor seemed much struck by the object, as were 
several others, who, at the same moment, caught a 
glimpse of the figure that had attracted his notice. 
Almost immediately, the various topics of conversation 
gave place ‘to speculations, in an undertone, on this 
unwonted occurrence. 

\ “ Can there be a funeral, so late this ’d^ernoon ? ” 
inquired some. 

They looked for the signs of death at evf;ry xjpor— 
the sexton, the hearse, the assemblage Oif black-clad 
relatives—all that makes up the woful pomp of funerals. 
They raised their eyes, also, to the sun-gilt spire of the 
church, and wondered that no clang proceeded from its 
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bell, whichttad always tolled till now, when this figure 
appeared in|the light of day. But»none had heard that 
a corpse was to be borne to its hSme that afternoon, nor 
-i^ 9 s there ajjy token of a funeral, except the apparition 
of the “ Old Maid in the Winding .Sheet.” 

«\yhat maythis portend.?” asked each man of his 
neighbor. 

All smiled as they put the question, yet with a certain 
trouble in their eyes, as if pestilence, or some other wide 
calamity, were prognosticated by the untimely intrusion 
among the living, of one whose presence had always 
been assod.Ked with death and /oe. What a comet is 
to the earth, was that sad wom.y^o the town. Still she 
moved on, while the hum of surprise was hushed at her 
appioach, and the proud and humble stood aside, that 
her white garment might not wave against them. It 
was a long, loose robe, of spotless purity. Its wearer 
appeared very old, ^ale, emaciated, and feeble, yet 
glided onward without the unsteady pace of extreme « 
age. At one point of her course, a little rosy boy burst, 
forth from a door, and ran,'with open arms, towards the 
ghostly woman, seeming to expect a kiss from her blood¬ 
less lips. She made a slight pause, fixing her eye upon 
him with an expression of no earthly sweetness, so that 
the child shivered and stood awe-struck, rather than 
affrighted, while the Old Maid passed on. Perhaps her 
garment might have been polluted even by an infant’s 
tB«ch; perhaps her kiss would have been ^eath to the 
sweet boy, within a year. 

, She is lout a shadow,” whispered the superstitious. 
«The chfid pyt forth his arms and could not grasp hCrr 
robe^’ 

The wonder was increased, when the Old Maid passed 
beneath the porch of the deserted mansion, ascended the 
moss-covered steps, lifted the iron knocker, and gave 
three raps. The people could only conjecture, that 
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some old remembrance, troubling her bewil^^red brain, 
had impelled the po6r woman hither to visiv-' the friends 
of her youth; all gone from their home, long since and 
forever, unless their ghosts stijl haunted it—i,fit compaha 
for the “ Old Maid in the Winding Sheet.” An elderl^ 
man approached the steps, and reverently uncovering his 
gray locks, essayed to explain the matter. 

“None, Madam,” said he, “have dwelt in this house 
these fifteen years agone—no, not since the death of old 
Colonel Fenwicke, whose funeral you may remember to 
have followed. His l^eirs, being ill agreed among them¬ 
selves, have let the maf^sion house go to ruin/’ „ 

The Old Maid looked slowly round, with a slight 
gesture of one^hand, and a finger of the other upop her 
lips, appearing more shadow-like than ever, in the 
obscurity of the porch. But again she lifted the ham¬ 
mer, and gave, this time, a single rap. Could it be, that 
a footstep was now heard coming ‘down the staircase of 
' the old mansion, which all conceived to have been so 
Jong untenanted? Slowly, feebly, yet heavily, like the 
pace of an aged and infirm p*erson, the step approached, 
more distinct on every downward stair, till it reached the 
portal. The bar fell on the inside; the door was opened. 
One upward glance towards the church spire, whence 
the sunshine had just faded, was the last that the people 
saw of the “ Old Maid in the Winding Sheet.” 

“Who undid the door?” asked many. 

This question, owing to the depth of shadovj^ be¬ 
neath the porch, no one could satisfactorily answer. 
Two or three aged men, while protesting &a^ainst aji 
► lilference which might be drawn, affirmed that ,th€' 
person within was a negro, and bore a singul|.r ij^sem- 
blance to old Caesar, formerly a slave in thf house, but 
freed by death some thirty years before. 

“Her summons has waked up a servant of the old 
family,” said one, half seriously. 
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“ Let uM wait here,” replied another. “ More guests 
will knock lit the door anon. I^ut*the gate of the grave¬ 
yard should be thrown open ! ” 

^*TwHight Jiad overspread the town, before the crowd 
^egan to separate, or the comments on this incident 
'^wCra exhausteB. One after another was wending his 
way homeward, when a coach—no common spectacle in 
those days—drove slowly into the street. It was an old- 
fashioned equipage, hanging close to the ground, with 
arms on the panels, a footman behind, and a grave, 
corpulent coachman seated high in front—the whole 
giving,a id.», of solemn state zAA dignity. There was 
something awful in the heav;^umbling of the wheels. 
Th<v coach rolled down the street, till,|jComing to the 
gateway of the deserted mansion, it drew up, and the 
footman sprang to the ground. 

“Whose grand coach is this?” asked a very inquisi¬ 
tive body. 

The footman made no reply, but ascended the steps ot* 
the old house, gave three raps with the iron hammer, 
and returned to open the coach door. An .old man, 
possessed of the heraldic lore so common in that dfty, 
examined the shield of arms on the panel. 

“Azure, a lion’s head erased, between three flower-de- 
luces,” said he j then whispered the name of the family 
to whom these bearings belonged. The last inheritor of 
its honors was recently dead, after a long residence amid 
<l!e splendor of the British court, where his birth and 
wealth had given him no mean station. “ He left no 
ahild,” continued the herald, “ and these arms, being in 
■ft Jozenge, betoken that the coach appertains to hia?> 

disclosures, perhaps, might have been made, 
had not the speaker suddenly been struck dumb, by the 
stern eye of an ancient lady, who thrust forth her head 
fhsm the coach, preparing to descend. As she emerged, 
10 12 


widcjpr.” 

Further 
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the people saw that her dress was magnificat, and her 
figure dignified, in sp.te of age and infirmiti)'—a stately 
ruin, but with a look at once of pride and wretchedness. 
Her strong and rigid features had an awe tbout ^theif^ . 
unlike that of the white Old Maid, but as of something 
evil. She passed up the steps, leaning on a gold-head%d 
cane; the door swung open as she ascended—and the light 
of a torch glittered on the embroidery of her dress, and 
gleamed on the pillars of the porch. After a momentary 
pause—a glance backwards—and then a desperate effort 
—she went in. The decipherer of the coat of arms had 
ventured up the loweststtep, and shrinking hL.ck immedi¬ 
ately, pale and tremulou. , affirmed that the torch was 
held by the verw image of old Caesar. 

“ But such a hideous grin,” added he, “ was never 
seen on the face of mortal man, black or white ! It will 
haunt me till my dying day.” 

Meantime, the coach had wheeled round, with a 
prodigious clatter on the pavement, and rumbled up the 
street, disappearing in the twilight, while the ear still 
tracked its course. Scarcely was it gone, when the 
people began to question whether the coach and attend¬ 
ants, the ancient lady, the spectre of old Cajsar, and the 
Old Maid herself, were not all a strangely combined 
delusion, with some dark purport in its mystery. The 
whole town was astir, so that, instead of dispersing, the 
crowd continually increased, and stood gazing up at the 
windows of the mansion, now silvered by the brightenirtg 
moon. The elders, glad to indulge the narrative propen¬ 
sity of age, told of the long-faded splendor offthe family* 
Jfie entertainments they had given, and the guests, the' 
greatest of the land, and even titled and noble ones^om 
abroad, who had passed beneath that portal. These 
graphic reminiscences seemed to call up the ghosts of 
those to whom they referred. So strong was the fanpr^- 
sion on some of the more imaginative hearers, that two 
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or three^vere seized with trembling fits, at one and the 
same mrnnent, protesting tha 4 tTiey had distinctly heard 
three other raps of the iron knocker. 

‘^mpolsible ! ” exclaitncd others. “ See ! The moon 
shines beneath the porch, and shows every part of it, 
‘eAept in the narrow shade of that pillar. There is no 
one there! ” 

“Did not the door open?” whispered one of these 
fanciful persons. 

“Didst thou see it, too?” said his companion, in a 
startled tone. 

But the general sentiment^'as opposed to the idea 
that a third visitant had mace application at the door of 
the deserted house. A few, howevetf adhered to this 
new marvel, and even declared that a red gleam, like 
that of a torch, had shone through the great front 
window, as if the »negro were lighting a guest up the 
staircase. This, two, was pronounced a mere fantasy. 
But, at once, the whole multitude started, and each man 
beheld his own terror ;saintcd in thb faces of all flie 
rest. 

“What an awful thing is this ! ” cried they. 

A shriek, too fearfully distinct for doubt, had been 
heard within the mansion, breaking forth suddenly, and 
succeeded by a deep stillness, as if a heart had burst in 
giving it utterance. The people knew not whether to 
Hy from the very sight of the house, or to rush trembling 
n, and search out the strange mystery. Amid their 
confusion and affright, they are somewhat reassured by 
the apfledfance of their clergyman, a venerable patri-vteh, 
ssnd equally’ a saint, who had taught them and their 
fablers 4he way to Heaven, for more than the space of an 
ordinary lifetime. He was a reverend figure, with long, 
white hair upon his shoulders, a white beard upon his 
breast, and a back so bent over his staff, that he seemed 
to be looking! downward, .continually, as if to choose a 
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proper grave for his weary frame. It was sime time 
before the good old man^ being deaf, and orfimpaired 
intellect, could be made to comprehend such portions of^ 
the affair as were comprehensible at all. But, \fhen 
possessed of the facts, his energies assumed unexpected 
vigor. • * 

“Verily,” said the old gentleman, “it will be fitting 
that I enter the mansion house of the worthy Colonel 
Fenwicke, lest any harm should have befallen that true 
Christian woman, whom ye call the ‘ Old Maid in the 
Winding Sheet. ’ ” 

Beliold, then, the venj'^able clergyman ascchding- the 
steps of the mansion, with 'J torchbearcr behind him. It 
was the elderly it.an who had spoken to the Old Mail, 
and the same who had afterwards explained the shield 
of arms, and recognized the features of the negro. Like 
their predecessors, they gave three .vaps with the iron 
hammer. 

“Old Caisar cometh not,” observed the priest. “Well 
1 wot he no longef'doth service, in this mansion.” 

“Assuredly, then, it was something worse, in old 
Caesar’s likeness ! ” said the other adventurer. 

“Be it as God wills,” answered the clergyman. “See! 
my strength, though it be much decayed, hath sufficed 
to open this heavy door. Let us enter, and pass up the 
staircase.” 

Here occurred a singular exemplification of the dreamy 
state of a very old man’s mind. As they ascended the‘ 
wide flight of stairs, the aged clergyman appeared to 
mo'ie with caution, occasionally standing a^ii^e, and- 
'imeneT bending his head, as it were in salutation, thus 
practising all the gestures of one who makes bis <f?iy 
through a throng. Reaching the head of the «taircase, 
he looked around, with sad and solemn benignity, laid 
aside his staff, bared his hoary locks, and was evidently 
on the point of commencing a prayer. 
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“ Rcvwend sir, ’ said his attendant, wlio conceived 
this a wery suitable preltnlp their further search, 
“would it not be well that the peo])lc join with us in 
pr Jy-cr ? ’* • 

“W'cllada^-1 ” cried the old cler;;ynian, staring strangely 
artaund liini. “Art thou here with uie, and none other? 
Verily, past times were present to me, and 1 deemed 
that I was to make a funeral |)ra\er, as many a time 
heretofore, from the head of this stain ase. Of a truth, I 
saw the shades of many that are gone. Yea, I have 
prayed at their buri.ds, one .after another, and the ‘ Old 
Maid in ^hc Winding .Sheetj/h.alh seen them to their 
graves ! ” 

* lieing now more thoroughly .awaki* to their present 
purpose, he took his staff, and stian k foiaably on the 
floor, till there came an echo from each deserted 
chamber, but no,menial, to answer their summons. 
They therefore walked along the itassagc, and again 
paused, opposite to the great fiont window, through 
which was seen the cr^wd, in the Shadow and partial 
moonlight of the street beneath. On their right hand 
was the open door of a chamber, and a closed one on 
their left. The clergyman pointed his cane to the carved 
oak panel of the latter. 

“ Within that chamber,” observed he, “ a whole life¬ 
time since, did I sit by the death bed of a goodly young 
man, who, being now at the last gasp—” 

Apparently, there was some powerful excitement iit_ 
the ideas which had now flashed across his mind. He 
snatclj^cf the torch from his companion’s hand„,and 
threw open*the door with such sudden violence, that ti.*»^ 
fl^ne«vas extinguished, leaving them no other light than 
the moonbeams, which fell through two windows into 
the spacious chamber. It was sufficient to discover all 
that could be known. In a high-backed, oaken arm 
chair, upright, with her hands clasped across her breast, 
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and her head thrown back, sat the “Old Mai^ in the 
Winding Sheet.” The * t^tely dame had falldn on her 
knees, with her forehead on the holy knees of the Old 
Maid, one hand upon the floors and the othef preyed 
convulsively against her heart. It clutched a lock of 
hair, once sable, now discolored with a grc*nish mouW.' 
As the priest and layman advanced into the chamber, 
the Old Maid’s features assumed such a semblance of 
shifting expression, that they trusted to hear the whole 
mystery explained by a single word. But it was only 
the shadow of a tattered curtain, waving betwi.xt the 
dead face and the moonliljfct. 

“ Both dead ! ” said the ^ncrable man. “ Then who 
shall divulge the tieeret? Methinks it glimmers to an«l 
fro in my mind, like the light and shadow across the Old 
Maid’s face. And now ’tis gone 1” 



PETER GOLDTHWAITE’S TREASURE. 


“Axd so, Peter, you won’t even consider of the busi¬ 
ness?” said Mr. John Brown, buttonin;.; his surtout over 
the snug rotundity of liis pcrsc^i, and drawing on his 
glov(^. “You positively refiisi>''to let me liave this crazy 
old house, .and the land under and adjoining, at the 
prfte named ?" 

“Neither at that, nor trelde the sum,” responded the 
gaunt, grizzled, and threadbare I'eter (ioldihwaitc. “ The 
fact is, Mr. Brown,•jam must find another site for your 
brick block, and be content to leave my estate with thp 
present owner. Next summer, I intend to jrut a splcndyJ 
new mansion over the ceUir of the oldliouse.” 

“ Pho, Peter!” cried Mr. Brown, .as he opened/he 
kitchen door; “content yourself with building castles 
in the air, where house lots arc cheaper than on c.arth, 
to say nothing of the cost of bricks and mortar. Such 
foundations are solid enough for your edifices; while 
this underneath us is just the tiling for mine; and so 
^e may both be suited. What say you, again ?” 

“ Precisely wh.at I said before, Mr. Brown,” answered 
Peter GoljJthwaite. “ And, as for castles in the air, mine 
Jnay nai^be as magnificent as that sort of architccffe-c 
bUt .perhaps as substantial, Mr. Brown, as the very 
res^tilble brick block with dry goods stores, tailors’ 
shops, anti banking rooms on the lower floor, and 
lawyers’ offices in the second story, which you are so 
juixious to substitute.” 

“And the cfcst, ^tcr, eh?” said Mr. Brown, as he 
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withdrew, in something^of a pet. “ That, I sufpose, will 
be provided for, offhand, by drawing a check on Bubble 
Bank ! ” 

John Brown and Peter Golcftnwaite had been jointly 
known to the commercial world betwees twenty an(J 
thirty years before, under the firm^of Goldth^vaite and 
Brown ; which copartnership, however, was speedily dis¬ 
solved by the natural incongruity of its constituent parts. 
Since that ev'ent, John Brown, with exactly the qualities 
of a thousand other John Browns, and by just such 
plodding methods as tltfy used, had prospered wonder- 
fiilly, and become one cit the wc.dthiest John Bfowns 
on earth. Peter Goldlhwaite, on the contrary, after in¬ 
numerable scheifles, which ought to have collected all flie 
coin and paper currency of the country into his coffers, 
was :is needy a gentleni.in as ever wore a patch upon his 
elbow. The contrast between hhn and his lormcr 
partner may be brielly marked : for Brown never 
rtjekoned upon luck, yet always had it ; while Peter 
made luck the mam condition (,( his projects, and always 
niiiised it. While the means held out his speculations 
had been m.agnificent, but were chiefly confined, of late 
years, to such small business as adventures in the 
lottery. Once, he had gone on a gold-gathering expedi¬ 
tion, somewhere to the South, and ingeniously contrived 
to empty his pockets more thoroughly than ever ; while 
others, doubtless, were filling theirs with native buliioii^ 
by the handful. More recently, he had e.xpended a 
legacy of a thousand or two of dollars in purchasing 
Mexican scrip, and thereby became the propriAcr of a, 
province j which, however, so far as Peter could finO|^ut, 
was situated where he might have had an empir£ foi%he 
same money,—in the clouds. From a search after this 
valuable real estate, Peter returned so gaunt and thread¬ 
bare, that, on reaching New England, the scarecrows in 
the cornfields beckoned to him, as hd pass^ by. “ They 
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did but fitter in the wind,” qu^th Peter Goldthwaite. 
No, Peter,*they beckoned, for llie scarecrows knew their 
brother ! 

At the period of our ftory, his whole visible income 
^ould not ha\^ paid the tax of the old mansion in which 
we find him. It was one of those rusty, moss-};rown, 
many-peaked wooden houses, which arc scattered about 
the streets of our elder towns, with a beetle-browed 
second story projecting over the foundation, as if it 
frowned at the novelty around it. This old paternal 
edifice, ne^dy as he was, and lhou;:h, being centrally 
situaftd on the principal stre/f of the town, it would 
have brought him a handsome sum, the sag.icious Peter 
hafl his own reasons for never paitin;J* with, cither by 
auction or private s.ile. There seemed, indeed, to be .a 
fatality that connet ted him with his birthplace ; for, 
often as he had stood on the verge of ruin, and standing 
there even now, he had not yet taken the stej) beyond ij 
which would h.ivc comi>clled him to surrender the house 
to his creditors. .So heie he dwelt with bad luck till 
good should come. 

Here, then, in his kitchen, the only room where a 
spark of fire took off the thill of a .November evening, 
poor Peter Goldthwaite had just been visited by his rich 
old partner. At the close of their intersicw, Peter, with 
rather a mortified look, glanced downwards at his dress, 
_parts of which appeared as ancient as the days of < lohl- 
thwaite & Prown. His upper garment was a mixed, 
surtout, ^fully faded, and patched with newer stuff on 
,^ch e*S6w ; beneath this, he wore a threari-bare W«ck 
edhtJ^me of the silk buttons of which had been 
repffeed* with others of a diflTercnt pattern ; and lastly, 
though he* lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they 
were very shabby ones, and had been partially turned 
brown, by the frequent toasting of Peter’s shins before 
a scanty fire.* PAer’s person was in keeping with 
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his goodly apparel, /iray-headed, hollow-e^ed, pale¬ 
cheeked, and lean-bodied,she was the perfect fncture of a 
man who had fed on windy schemes and empty h^pe% 
till he could neither live on suefl unwholesome trash, nor 
stomach more substantial food. But, wit|jal, this Pety 
Goldthwaitc, crack-brained simpleton as, perhaps, he 
M’as, might have cut a very brilliant figure in the world, 
had he employed his imagination in the airy business of 
poetry, instead of making it a demon of mischief in 
mercantile pursuits. After all, he was no bad fellow, but 
as harmless as a child, and as honest and honorable, 
and as much of the gcn.’cinan which nature meaift him 
for, as an irregular life and depressed circumstances will 
permit any man‘’io be. 

As Peter stooil on the uneven bricks of his hearth, 
looking round at the disconsolate old kitchen, his eyes 
began to kindle with the illuminatiicn of an enthusiasm 
^liat never long deserted him. He raised his hand, 
cjinched it, and smote it energetically against the smoky 
panel over the fireplace. 

‘^Thc time is come!” said he. “With such a trea¬ 
sure at coniinaiul, it were folly to be a poor man any 
longer. To-morrow morning 1 will begin with the 
garret, nor desist till 1 have torn the house down I” 

Deep in the chimney corner, like a witch in a dark 
cavern, sat a little old woman, mending one of the two 
pairs of stockings wherewith Peter Goldthwaitc kept his 
toes from being frostbitten. As the feet were ragged 
past ah darning, she h.ad cut pieces out of^ a cast-off 
flatihcl petticoat to make new soles. Tabithi.,Portcf, 
was an old maid, upwartis of sixty years of*age, fificr-fi^-e 
of which she had sat in that same chimncy-corfier,'^ch 
being the length of time since Peter’s grandfather had 
taken her from the almshouse. She had no friend but 
Peter, nor Peter any’ friend but Tabitha ; so long as 
Peter might have a shelter for hi^ own' head, Tabitha 
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would kno\x% where to shelter hers; or, being homeless 
elsewhere, sl|e would take her n^asler by the hand, and 
bring him to her native home, the almshouse. Should it 
ever necessary, she loijcd him well enough to feed 
him with her last morsel, and clothe him witli her under 
petticeat. Ilut "Tabitha was a queer old woman, and, 
though never infected with I’cter's llighliness, had be¬ 
come so accustomed to his freaks and follies, that she 
viewed them all as matters of course. Hearing him 
threaten to tear the house down, she looked (|uietly up 
from her work. 

“ Bc^ leav?the kitchen till thcly*-!, Mr. I’etcr,” said she. 

“The sooner we h.ive it .ill down the belter,’ said 
rete% GoldthwaitC. “ I am til ed to deatii of lii ing in 
this cold, dark, windy, sinok\', creakiii;;, groaning, disn'..il 
old house. I shall feel like a younger man, wlieu wc get 
into my splendid biic^ mansion, as, jilc.ise Heaven, we 
shall, by this time ne.xt autumn. ’i'ou shall have a 
room on the sunny side, old T.ibby, timshed and 
furnished as best may suit your own notnlns ’ 

“I should like it pretty much such a room as this 
kitchen,” answered Tabitha. “It will never be like 
home to me, till the chimney corner gets as black with 
smoke as this; and that won't be these hundred years. 
How much do you mean to lay out on the house, Mr. 
Peter.?” 

“What is that to the purpose?” exclaimed Peter 
teftily. “ Did not my great-granduncle, Peter C.old- 
thwaite, who died seventy years ago, and whose namesake 
1 o.m, lea^'Steasure enough to build twenty such?” • , 
'■‘f c'lh’t sa>" but he did, Mr. Peter,” said 'I'abitha, 
threa^^g her needle. 

Tabitha well understood, that Peter had reference to 
an immense hoard of the precious metals, which was 
said to exist somewhere in the cellar or walls, or under 
the floors, or in .somo-concealed closet, or other out-uf- 
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the-way nook of the house. This wealth, According to 
tradition, had been accumulated by a formei Peter Gold- 
thwaite, whose character seems to have borne a rem^k- 
able similitude to that of thfc Peter of our%tory.* Like 
him, he was a wild projector, seeking to heap up gold by 
the bushel and the cartload, instead of scrapfh^ it 
together, coin by coin. Like Peter the second, too, his 
projects had almost invariably failed, and, but for the 
magnificent success of the final one, would have left him 
with hardly a coat and pair of breeches to his gaunt and 
grizzled person. Reports were various, as to the nature 
of his fortunate spoct.latioii ; one intimating tfcat the 
ancient Peter had made the gold by alchemy ; another, 
that he had esnjured it out of people’s pockets by the 
black art ; and a third, still more unaccountable, that 
the devil had given him free access to the old provincial 
treasury. It was affirmed, however, that some secret 
impediment had debarred him from the enjoyment of his 
riches, and that he had a motive for concealing them 
'from his heir, ot, at any rate, had died without disclosing 
the place of deposit. The present Peters father h.ad 
faith enough in the story to cause the cellar to be dug 
over. Peter himself chose to consider the legend as an 
indisputable truth, and, amid his many troubles, had 
this one consolation, that, should all other resources fail, 
he might build up his fortunes by tearing his house 
down. Yet, unless he felt a lurking distrust of the 
golden tale, it is difficult to account for his permittin]^ 
the paternal roof to stand so long, since he had never 
y't seen the moment when his predecessul*' treassre 
would not have found plenty of room irf'hisow. st.ohg, 
box. But now was the crisis. Should he deVy the 
search a little longer, the house would pass from the 
lineal heir, and with it the vast heap of gold, to remain 
in its burial-place, till the ruin of the aged wails should 
discover it to strangers of a future^ generation. 



Piter Goldthwait^s Treasure. 57 

“ Yes ! ” tried Peter Goldthwai^f again ; “ to-morrow 
I will set ablout it.” 

^he deeper he looked at the matter, the more certain 
of success ^ew*Pcter»i Mis spirits were naturally so 
clastic, that even now, in the blasted autumn of his age, 
he*cduld often compete with the spring-time gaycty of 
other people. Enlivened by his brightening prospects, 
he began to caper about the kitchen like a hobgoblin, 
with the queerest antics of his lean limbs, and gesticula¬ 
tions of his starved features. Nay, in the exuberance of 
his feelings, he seized both of 'labith.-i’s hands, and 
danced* the old lady across the lloor, till the oddity of 
her rheumatic motions set him into a roar of laughter, 
which was echoed back from the rooms Bad chamljcrs, 
as if Peter Goldthwaitc were laughing in every one. 
Finally, he bounded upward, almost out of sight, into 
the smoke that clouded the roof of the kitchen, and 
alighting safely on the floor again, endeavored to resume 
' his customary gravity. 

“To-morrow, at sunrise^ he rci)catcd, taking his 
lamp to retire to bed, “ 1 ’ll sec whether this treasure bp 
hid in the wall of tho garret.” 

“And, as we’re out of wood, Mr. Peter,” said Tabith.i, 
puffing and panting with her late gymnastics, “as fast as 
you tear the house down, 1 'll make a fire with the 
pieces.” 

Gorgeous, that night, were the dreams of Peter Gold- 
ti&waite! At one time, he was turning a ponderous key 
in an iron door, not unlike the door of a sepulchre, but 
wMch, beit^opened, disclosed a vault, heaped up wifh 
g55A c<^,. as ^entifully as golden corn in a granary. 
Thertl^eae chased goblets also, and tureens, salvers, 
dinner disbA, and dish covers, of gold, or silver gilt, 
besides chains and other jewels, incalculably rich, though 
tarnished with the damps of the vault; for, of all the 
wealth that was krevofjably lost to man, whether buried 
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boards crashed, and, in a twinkling, the old woman had 
an apron full of brokeS r^ibbish. 

“We shall get our winter’s wood cheap,” quoth 
Tabitha. 

The good work being thus commenced, Peter beat 
down all before him, smiting and hewidg at the joints 
and timbers, unclinching spike nails, ripping and tearing 
away boards, with a tremendous racket, from morning 
till night. He took care, however, to leave the outside 
shell of the house untouched, so that the neighbors 
might not suspect what was going on. 

Never, in any of his vagaries, though eafh had,made 
him happy while it lasted, h.ad Peter been happier than 
now. Pcrliap?; after all, iherc was something in IJptcr 
Goldthwaitc’s turn of mind, which brought him an in¬ 
ward recompense for all the e.xtern.al evil that it caused. 
If he were poor, ill clad, even hungry, and exposed, as it 
were, to be utterly annihilated by a precipice of impend- 
*ing ruin, yet only his body remained in these miserable 
t;ircumstances, while his aspi|ing soul enjoyed the sun¬ 
shine of a bright futurity. It was his nature to be always 
young, and the tendency of his mode of life to keep him 
so. Gray hairs were nothing, no, nor wrinkles, nor 
infirmity ; he might look old, indeed, and be somewhat 
disagreeably connected with a gaunt old figure, much 
the worse for wear ; but the true, the essential Peter, 
was a young man of high hopes, just entering on the 
world. At the kindling of each new fire, his burnt-out^ 
youth rose afresh from the old embers and ashes. It 
rqj^ exulting now. Having lived thus loii^;^crnot t^ 
long, but just to the right age — a susceptible 
with warm and tender dreams, he resolved, s^ w,an as 
the hidden gold should flash to light, to gp a-wooing, 
and win the love of the fairest maid in town. What 
heart could resist him ? Happy Peter Goldthwaite ! 

Every evening —as Peter had l^ng s^sented himstSlf 
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from his former lounging-placc^, at insurance ofliccs, 
news rooiBS, and bookstores, «nd as the honor of his 
^ompany was seldom requested in private circles—he 
and^abitlta used to sit*down sociably by the kitchen 
hearth. This was always heaped plentifully with the 
rTtbbish of his day’s labor. As the foundation of the fiic, 
there would be a goodly-sized backlog of red oak, which, 
after being sheltered from rain or damp above a century, 
still hissed with the heat, and distilled streams of w.atcr 
from each end, as if the tree had been cut down within a 
week or two. Next, there were large sticks, sound, 
blacl»and heavy, whi< h had lost the |>rinciple of decay, 
and were indestructible except by lire, wherein they 
glOBved like red-hot b.irs of iron. ()n*this solid basis 
Tabitha would rear a lighter structure, com|)osed of the 
splinters of door panels, ornanicntcd mouldings, and 
such quick combustiljies, which cati.ght like straw, and 
threw a brilliant blaze high iqi the sitacious flue, making; 
its sooty sides visible almost to the chimney top. Mcai^ 
time, the gleam of the old Hitchen woultf be chased out 
of the cobwebbed corners, and away from the dutiky 
crossbeams overhead, and driven nobody could tell 
whither, while Peter smiled like a gladsome man, and 
Tabitha seemed a picture of comfortable age. All this, 
of course, was but an emblem of the bright fortune 
which the destruction of the house would shed upon its 
occupants. 

While the dry pine was flaming and crackling, like an 
irregular discharge of fairy musketry, Peter sat loqking 
apd listorttTg, in a pleasant state of excitement. iVut, 
w&ea^e brief blaze and uproar were succeeded by the 
darvreckglow, the substantial heat, and the deep singing 
sound, whlbfa were to last throughout the evening, hit 
humor became talkative. One night, the hundredth 
time, he teased Tabitha to tell him something new about 
his great-grandancle.'' 

11 
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“You have been Sitting in that chimney corner fifty- 
five years, old Tabby, "^nd must have hedird many a 
tradition about him,” said Peter. “ Did not you tell nr«,, 
that, when you first came to the house, there was an old 
woman sitting where you sit now, who had been house¬ 
keeper to the famous Peter Goldthwaite ? ” 

“ So there was, Mr. Peter,” answered Tabitha ; “and 
she was near about a hundred years old. She used to 
say, that she and old Peter Czoldthwaite had often spent 
a sociable evening by the kitchen fire—pretty much as 
you and I are doing how, Mr. Peter.” , 

“ The old fellow must have resembled me itV more 
points than one,” said Peter, complacently, “or he never 
would have grown so rich. But, methinks, he rffight 
have invested the money better than he did—no interest 1 
—nothing but good security !—and the house to be torn 
down to come at it! What made him hide it so snug. 
Tabby?” 

“ Because he could not spend it,” said Tabitha ; “for^ 
as often as he went to unloftc the chest, the Old Scratch 
came behind and caught his arm. The money, they say, 
was paid Peter out of his purse ; and he wanted Peter 
to give him a deed of this house and land, which Peter 
swore he woulil not do.” 

“Just as I swore to John Brown, my old partner,” 
remarked Peter. “ But this is alt nonsense. Tabby ! 

I don’t believe the story.” 

“Well, it may not be just the truth,” said Tabitha; 

“ fo>- some folks say, that Peter did make over the bouse 
to the Old Scratch ; and that’s the reason 's always 
been so unlucky to them that lived in it. And '.'s soon 
as Peter had given him the deed, the chest »et^cq>en, 
and Peter caught up a handful of the gold. But, lo and 
behpld I—there was nothing in his fist but a parcel of 
old rags.” 

“ Hold your tongue, you silly ok ' Tabby 1 ” cried Peter 
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in great wrath. “ They were a%good golden guineas as 
ever bor^the effigies of the kfhg of England. It seems 
«LS I could recollect the whole circuinst.ance, and how 
I, or old rtter, or whoefer it was, thrust in my hand, or 
jjis hand, ant^drew it out, all of a blaze with gold. Old 
rags, indeed ! ” 

But it was not an old woman’s legend that would 
discourage Peter Goldthwaite. All night long he slept 
among pleasant dreams, and .awoke at daylight with 
a joyous throb of the heart, which few are fortunate 
enough to jeel beyond their boyhood. Day after day, 
he Itibored hartl, without wasting a moment, except at 
mc.al times, when Tabitha summoned him to the pork 
arW cabbage, or such other stistenancc .fs she had picked 
up, or Providence had sent them. Being a truly pious 
man, Peter never failed to ask a blessing ; if the food 
were none of the beM, then so much the more earnestly, 
as it was more needed ;—nor to return thanks, if tlie 
dinner had been scanty, yet for the good appetite, whi^ 
was better than a sick stt^iach at a fe.ast. Then did he 
hurry back to his toil, and, in a moment, was lost to sight 
in a cloud of dust from the old walls, though sufficiently 
perceptible to the ear, by the chatter which he raised in 
the midst of it. How enviable is the consciousness of 
being usefully employed! Nothing troubled Peter; or 
nothing but those phantoms of the mind, which seem 
like vague recollections, yet have .also the .asircct of 
presentiments. He often paused, with his axe uplifted in< 
the air, and said to himself,—“ Peter Coldthwaitg, did 
Ijyu nepi^r*strike this blow before '( "—or, “ Peter, ^h.at 
nCe^m tearilig the whole house down ? Think a little 
wfaire, and you will remember where the gold is hidden.’’ 
Days and weeks passed on, however, without any 
remarkable discovery. Sometimes, indeed, a lean gray 
rat peeped forth at the lean, gray man, wondering what 
devil bad got Into tfe old house, which had always been 
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so peaceable till now. wAnd, occasionally, Peter sympa¬ 
thized with the sorrows 'of a female mouse? who had 
brought five or six pretty, little, soft, and del^at* 
young ones into the world, just in time tS see them 
crushed by its ruin. But, as yet, no treasure! 

By this time, Peter, being as determined as Fate, and 
as diligent as Time, had made an end with the upper¬ 
most regions, and got down to the second story, where 
he was busy in one of the front chambers. It had 
formerly been the state bed chamber, and was honored 
by tradition as the sleeping apartment of Governor 
Dudley, and many other eminent guests. The furhiture 
was gone. There were remnants of faded and tattered 
paper hangings, out larger spaces of bare wall, ornameiftcd 
with charcoal sketches, chielly of people’s heads in pro¬ 
file. These being specimens of Peter’s youthful genius, 
it went more to his heart to obliterate them, than if they 
had been pictures on a church wall by Michael Angelo. 
One sketch, however, and that the best one, affected him 
differently. It represented a ragged man, partly support¬ 
ing himself on a spade, and bending his lean body over a 
hole in the earth, w ith one hand extended to grasp some¬ 
thing that he had found. But, close behind him, with a 
fiendish laugh on his features, appeared a figure with 
horns, a tufted tail, and a cloven hoof. 

“ Avaunt, Satan ! ” cried Peter. “ The man shall have 
his gold! ” 

Uplifting his axe, he hit the horned gentleman such a 
blow on the head, as not only demolished him, but the 
treasure-seeker also, and caused the whote saene .rJj 
vanish like magic. Moreover, his axe broke- quite 
through the plaster and laths, and discovered a uavi^. 

“ Mercy on us, Mr. Peter, are you quan^lling with 
the Old Scratch?” said Tabitha, who was seeking some 
fuel to put under the dinner pot. 

Without answering the old woman, Peter broke down 
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a further space of the wall, and open a small closet 
or cupboafd, on one side of the fireplace, about breast 
liigl^from the ground. It contained nothing but a brass 
lamp, coveitd with vcrdijfris, and a dusty piece of parch- 
i^cnt. \Vhilc,l’etcr inspected the latter, Tabitha seized 
the lamp, and began to rub it with her apron. 

“ There is no use in rubbing it, Tabitha,” said I’ctcr. 
“ It is not Aladilin's lamp, thmigh 1 t.ike it to be a token 
of as much luck. Look here, '1 abby ! ” 

Tabitha took the parchment, and held it close to her 
nose, whiclj was saddled with a )iair of iron-bound 
spectacles. Hut no sooner had she beg.in to pu/.zle over 
it, than she burst into a chuckling laugh, holding both 
hci*hands against her sides. 

“ You can’t make a fool of the old woman ! ” cried she. 
“ This is your own handwriting, Mr. I’eter ' the same as 
in the letter you scnt*inc from .Mexico,” 

V “ There is certainly .a <onsiderable resemblance,”, 
|taid Peter, again examining the parchment. “ Hut yoy 
know yourself. Tabby, th?it this closet*must have been 
plastered up before you came to the house, or 1 came 
into the world. No, this is old I’eter (ioldthwaite’s 
writing ; these columns of pounds, shillings, ;ind pence 
are his figures, denoting the amount of the treasure ; 
and this, at the bottom, is, doubtless, a reference to the 
place of concealment. Hut tlic ink has cither failed or 
peeled off, so that it is absolutely illegible. What a 
;iity 1 ” 

“Well, this lamp is as good as new. That’s ^me 
c|jjnforJ('?md Tabitha. 

• .^amp 1 ”*thought Peter. “That indicates light on 
my^ese^rches.” 

For the present, Peter felt more inclined to ponder on 
this discovery than to resume his labors. After Tabitha 
had gone down stairs, he stood poring over the parch* 
ment at one of the frSnt windows, which was so obscured 
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■with dust, that the sun f.ould barely throw an uncertain 
shadow of the casement across the floor. Pe*er forced 
it open, and looked out upon the great street of the towi\, 
while the sun looked in at his oftl house. Th^ir, though 
mild, and even warm, thrilled Peter as with a dash of 
water. 

It was the first day of the January thaw. The snow 
lay deep upon the housetops, but was rapidly dissolving 
into millions of waterdrops, which sparkled downwards 
through the sunshine, with the noise of a summer shower 
beneath the eaves. Along the street the trpdden snow 
was as hard and solid as a pavement of white m«rble, 
and had not yet grown moist in the spring-like tempera¬ 
ture. But, whcA Peter thrust forth his head, he saw that 
the inhabitants, if not the town, were already thawed out 
by this warm day, after two or three weeks of winter 
weather. It gladdened him,—a gladness with a sigh 
fpreathing through it,— to sec the stream of ladies gliding 
^long the slippery sidewalks, with their red cheeks set 
off by quilted hoods, boas, rf.id sable capes, like roses 
amidst a new kind of foliage. The sleigh bells jingled 
too and fro continually, sometimes announcing the arrival 
of a sleigh from Vermont, laden with the frozen bodies 
of porkers, or sheep, and perhaps a deer or two ; some¬ 
times of a regular market man, with chickens, geese, and 
turkeys, comprising the whole colony of a barn yard ; and 
sometimes of a farmer and his dame, who had come to 
town partly for the ride, partly to go a-shopping, and’ 
partly for the sale of some eggs and butter. This couple 
rode in an old-fashioned square sleigh, whiclflite^ served 
them twenty winters, and stood twenty sdmmer^|i. life 
sun beside their door. Now, a gentleman aod^Jady 
skimmed the snow, in an elegant car, shaped somewhat 
like a cockle shell. Now, a silage sleigh, with its cloth 
curtains thrust aside to admit the sun, dashed rapidly 
down the street, whirling in and out among the vehicles 
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that obstructed its passage. Now c.ame, round a corner, 
the similit^ide of Noah’s ark, runners, being an im¬ 
mense open sleigh, with scats for fifty people, and drawn 
by d*dozen torses. Thisispacious receptacle was popu¬ 
lous with merry maids and merry bachelors, merry girls 
dhd» boys, and merry old folks, all alive with fun, and 
grinning to the full width of their mouths. They kept up 
a buzz t^f babbling voices and low laughter, and some¬ 
times burst into a deep, joyous shout, which the spec¬ 
tators answered with three cheers, while a gang of roguish 
boys let drive their snowballs right among the pleasure 
party^ Thtf sleigh passed on, and, when concealed by a 
bend of the street, was still audible by a distant cry of 
m^riment. 

Never had Peter beheld .a livelier scene than was con¬ 
stituted by all these accessories ; the bright sun ; the 
flashing waterdrops ^ the gleaming snow ; the cheerful 
multitude ; the variety of rapid vehicles ; and the jingle 
jangle of merry bells, whii h made the heart dance tft 
their music. Nothing di*nal was to b<» seen, except lh«t 
peaked piece of antiquity, Peter Croldihw.aitc’s house, 
which might well look sad externally, since such a 
terrible consumption was preying on it.s insides. And 
Peter’s gaunt figure, half visible in the projecting second 
story, was worthy of his house. 

“Peter! How goes it, friend Peter?” cried a voice 
across the street, as Peter was drawing in his head. 

“ Look out here, Peter ! ” 

Peter looked, atui saw his old partner, Mr. John Brown, 
on th^pfi^site sidewalk, portly and comfortabI^t,yvith 
i®5 fefred doak thrown open, disclosing a handsome 
sugi^^beneath. His voice had directed the attention of 
the whole town to Peter Goldthwaite’s window, and to 
the dusty scarecrow which appeared at it. 

“ 1 say, Peter,” cried Mr. Brown again, “ what the devl^,^ 
"are you about^tberel that 1 hear such a racket, whenever 
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1 pass by ? You are rep,airing the old house, I suppose, 

—making a new one of it,«-eh ?” 

“Too late for that, I am afraid, Mr. Brown,” repj^ed 
Peter. “ If I make it new, it whl be new insiffe and out, 
from the cellar upwards.” 

“ Had not you better let me take the job?” said Jlr. 
Brown, significantly. 

“Not yet!” answered Peter, hastily shutting the 
window ; for, ever since he had been in search of the 
ireasure, he hated to have people stare at him. 

As he drew back, ashamed of his outward poverty, yet 
proud of the secret wealth within his grasp, a haif|»hty 
smile shone out on Peter’s visage, with precisely the 
effect of the dim cunbeams in the squalid chamber. He 
endeavored to assume such a mien as his ancestor had 
probably worn, when he gloried in the building of a 
strong house for a home to manyi'generations of his 
posterity. But the chamber was very dark to his snow- 
dazzled eyes, and very dism.al too, in contrast with the 
living scene that he had just looked upon. His brief 
glittjpsc into the street had given him a forcible impres¬ 
sion of the manner in which the world kept itself cheerful 
and prosperous, by soci.al pleasures and an intercourse of 
business, while he, in seclusion, was pursuing an object 
that might possibly be a phantasm, by a method which 
most people would call madness. It is one great advan¬ 
tage of a gregarious mode of life, th.at each person rectifies 
I'is mind by other minds, and squares his conduct to that 
of his neighbors, so as seldom to be lost in eccentricity. 
Petef tloldthwaite had c.vposcd himself to this mfllwncqj, 
by merely looking out of the window. For a whiiWhC 
doubted whether there were any hidden chest of gatd,aad 
in that case, whether it was so e.\ceedingly wise to tear 
the house down, only to be convinced of its non¬ 
-existence. 

But this was momentary’. Peter, Vhc Destroyer, re- 
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sumed the task which fate had assigned him, nor faltered 
again till ij was accomplished^ In the course of his 
search, he met with many things that arc usually found 
in thS ruins «f an old housi^, and also with some that arc 
not. What seemed most to tlie |>urposc was a rusty key, 
wRich had beeit tlirust into a cliink of the wall, with a 
wooden label appended to the handle, bearing the initials 
P. G. Another singular discovery was that of a bottle of 
wine, walled ui> in an old oven. A tradition ran in the 
family, that Peter’s gr.andfather, a jov ial officer in the old 
French war, hail set aside many dozens of the precious 
liiptor^for tffe benefit of topers then unboin. I'cter 
needed no cordial to sustain his holies, and therefore kept 
the i>inc to gkidden his success. Many l^jilfpeiux did he 
pick uj), thttt had been lost through the cracks of the 
tlvior, and some few Sjianish idins, ;ind the half of a 
broken sixpence, whic^i had doubtless been a love token. 
'Ihcre was likewise a silver coron.ition med.il of (jeorge 
the Third. Put old Peter Goldthw.iite's strong box (led 
from one dark corticr to ai»)thcr, or otherwise eluded th<^ 
second Peter’s clutches, till, should he seek much lurthcj;, 
he must burrow into the e.trth. 

We will not follow him in his triumphant progress, step 
by step. Suflicc it, that Peter worked like ti steam engine, 
and finished, in that one winter, the job which all the 
former inhabitants of the house, with time and the 
elements to aid them, had only half done in a century. 
Except the kitchen, every room and chamber was now 
gutted. The house was nothing but a shell, -the appari¬ 
tion of ivh^Sse,—as unreal as the painted edifices Sf a 
tiiBitre.'^ It w«s like the perfect rind of a great cheese, 
in v^icl^a mouse had dwelt and nibbled, till it was a 
cheese no more. And Peter was the mouse. 

What Peter had torn down, Tabiiha had burned up : 
for she wisely considered, that, without a house, they 
should need no,wood^o warm it; and therefore economy 
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was nonsense. Thus the whole house might be said to 
have dissolved in smolife, and flown up among the clouds, 
through the great black ffue of the kitchen chimney. It 
was an admirable parallel to the feat of thj man •wHb 
jumped down his own throat. 

On the night between the last day of winter and«tlte 
first of spring, every chink and cranny had been ran¬ 
sacked, except within the precincts of the kitchen. This 
fated evening was an ugly one. A snow storm had set 
in some hours before, and was still driven and tossed 
about the atmosphere by a real hurricane, which fought 
against the house, .as if the prince of the aR, in person, 
were putting the final stroke to Peter’s labors. T^he 
framework beit^g so much weakened, and the inward 
props removed, it would have been no marvel, if, in some 
stronger wrestle of the blast, the rotten walls of the edifice, 
and alt the pc.aked roofs, had come crashing down upon 
the owner’s head. He, however, was careless of the peril, 
but as wild and restless as the night itself, or as the flame 
»iiat quivered up the chimney, jt each roar of the tempest¬ 
uous wind. 

'‘The wine, Tabitha!” he cried. “My grandfather’s 
rich old wine ! We will drink it now ! ” 

Tabitha arose from her smoke-blackened bench in the 
chimney corner, and placed the bottle before Peter, close 
beside the old brass lamp, which had likewise been the 
prize of his researches. Peter held it before his eyes, and, 
looking through the liquid medium, beheld the kitchen « 
illumin.ated with a golden glory, which also enveloped 
Tat'fha, and gilded her silver hair, and ccMvened h« 
mean garments into robes of queenly wsplendbr. Jrt 
reminded him of his golden dream. ' 

“Mr. Peter,” remarked Tabitha, “must the wine be 
drunk before the money is found ? " 

“ The money is found !" exclaimed Peter, with a sort 
of fierceness. “ The chest is within my^ reach. I wiB 
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not sleep till I have turned this key in the rusty lock. 
But, first qf all, let us drink ! ” , 

^There being no corkscrew in the house, he smote the 
neclcof the^jottle with ohfl’eter Goldthwaite’s rusty key, 
and decapitated the sealed cork at a single blow. He 
tfieit filled iw^ little china teacups, which T.abitha had 
brought from the cupboard. So clear and brilliant was 
this aged wine, that it shone within the cups, and rendered 
the sprig of scarlet flowers at the bottom of each more 
distinctly visible than when there had been no wine 
there. Its rich and delicate perfume wasted itself round 
the kitchen. 

“Drink, Tabitha!” cried Peter. “Blessings on the 
honest old fellow who set aside this go(»l ii<|uor for you 
and me ! And here’s to Peter Cioldthwaitc’s memory !” 

“ And good c.ause have we to remember him,” quoth 
Tabitha, as she drani:. 

How many years, and through what changes of 
fortune, and various calamity, had that bottle hoarded 
up its effervescent joy to Ike quatfed at'last by two sutA 
boon companions ! A portion of the happiness o^ a 
former age had been kept for them, and was now set 
free in a crowd of rejoicing visions, to sport amid the 
storm and desolation of the present time. Until they 
have finished the bottle, we must turn our eyes else¬ 
where. 

It so chanced, that, on this stormy night, Mr. John 
Brown found himself ill at ease in his wire-cushioned^ 
an® chair by the glowing grate of anthracite which 
^eateddiirtiandsome parlor. He was naturally aVood 
s«t of a nftin, and kind and pitiful whenever the 
misfort^fnes of others happened to reach his heart 
through the padded vest of his own prosperity. This 
evening he had thought much about his old partner, 
Peter Goldthwaite, his strange vagaries, and continual 
ill luck, the 4 >oveify of his dwelling at Mr. Brown’s 
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last visit, and Peter’s crazed and haggard aspect when 
he had talked with him afcthe window. 

“Poor fellow!” thought Mr. John Brown. “ Poo^ 
crackbrained Peter Goldthwatte I For ol(i acqumnt- 
ance’ sake, I ought to have taken care that he was 
comfortable this rough winter.” 

These feelings grew so powerful, that, in spite of the 
inclement weather, he resolved to visit Peter Goldthwaite 
immediately. The strength of the impulse was really 
singular. Every shriek of the blast seemed a summons, 
or would have seemed so, had Mr. Brown been accus¬ 
tomed to hear the echoes of his own fancy in the wind. 
Much amazed at such active benevolence, he huddled 
himself in his rloak, muffled his throat and earsoin 
comforters and handkerchiefs, and thus fortified, bade 
defiance to the tempest. But the powers of the air had 
rather the best of the battle. A'r. Brown was just 
weathering the corner by Peter Goldthwaite’s house, 
when the hurricane caught him off diis feet, tossed 
him face downward into a snofv' bank, and proceeded to 
buty his protuberant part beneath fresh drifts. There 
seemed little hope of his reappearance earlier than the 
next thaw. At the same moment his hat was snatched 
away, and whirled aloft into some far distant region, 
whence no tidings have as yet returned. 

* Nevertheless, Mr. Brown contrived to burrow a passage 
through the snow drift, and, with his bare head bent 
against the storm, floundered onward to Peter’s door. 
There was such a creaking, and groaning, and rattling, 
and "Such an ominous shaking throughout*th«" cra^ 
edifice, that the loudest rap would have behn inaudible 
to those within. He therefore entered, without ceittmoQy, 
and groped his way to the kitchen. 

His intrusion, even there, was unnoticed. Peter and 
Tabitha stood with their backs to the door, stooping 
over a huge chest, which appareihly they had just' 
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dragged from a cavity, or concealed closet, on the left 
side of tljc chimney. I5y th^l.'unp in the old woman’s 
Jiand, Mr. IJrown saw that the chest was barred an<l 
clamped with iron, strengthened with iron plates, and 
studded with iron nails, so as to be a fit receptacle in 
VBich the wealth of one century might be hoarded up 
for the wants of another. I'ctcr tioldthwailc was insert¬ 
ing a key into the loi k. 

“O Tabitha! ” cried he, with tremulous rapture, 
“how shall I endure the effulgence?" The gold!— 
the bright, bright gold ! Methinks 1 can remcmirer my 
last*glance at it, iust .is the iron-jilated lid fell down. 
And ever since, being seventy years, it has been blazing 
ii^sccret, and gathering its splemlor agginst this glorious 
moment ! It will tlash upon us like the noonday sun ! ” 
“Then shailc your eyes, Mr. I’eier ! ’ said Tabitha, 
with somewhat Ic^ patienre than usual. “ l!ut, tor 
mercy’s sake, do turn the key ! ” 

And, with a strong effort of both hands, I’ctcr did force 
the rusty key through t^c intri< ru ies of the rusty lo^. 
Mr. lirown, in the mean time, had drawn near, ^nd 
thrust his eager visage between those of the other two, 
at the instant that Peter threw up the lid. No sudden 
blaze illuminated the kitchen. 

“ Wh.at’s here?” exclaimed Tabitha, adjusting her 
spectacles, and hohling the lamp over the open chest. 
“Old Peter Goldthwaitc's hoard of old rags.” 

“ Pretty much so. Tabby,” said Mr. lirown, lifting q, 
handful of the treasure. 

O, mhsffc ghost of dead and buried we.alth harf^etcr 
oldthwait^ raised, to scare himself out of his scanty 
s^thal 1 Here was the semblance of an inc.alcul.ablc 
sum, enough to purchase the whole town, and build 
every street anew, but which, vast as it was, no sane man 
would have given a solid sixpence for. What then, in 
dober earnest, wer<? the delusive treasures of the chest ? 
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Why, here were old pr<^incial bills of credit, and treasury 
notes, and bills of land I^nks, and all other Rubbles of 
the sort, from the first issue, above a century and a^^f 
ago, down nearly to the Revoliftion. Bills o^a thousand 
pounds were intermixed with parchment pennies, and 
worth no more than they. * * * 

“ And this, then, is old Peter Goldthwaite’s treasure ! ” 
said John Brown. “Your namesake, Peter, was some¬ 
thing like yourself; and, when the provincial currency 
had depreciated fifty or seventy-five per cent., he bought 
it up, in expectation of a rise. I have heayi my grand¬ 
father say, that old Peter gave his father a moiagage 
of this very house and land to raise cash for his silly 
project. But the currency kept sinking, till nol»dy 
would take it as a gift ; and there was old Peter Gold- 
thwaite, like Peter the second, with thousands in his 
strong box, and hardly a coat to his back. He went 
mad upon the strength of it. But, never mind, Peter 1 
It is just the sort of capital for building castles in the air.” 

“ The house will be down about our ears ! ” cried 
T^bitha, as the wind shook it with increasing violence. 

“ Let it fall ! ” said Peter, folding his arms, as he 
seated himself upon the chest. 

“No, no, my old friend Peter,” said John Brown. “ I 
have house room for you and Tabby, and a safe vault for 
the chest of treasure. To-morrow we will try to come to 
an agreement about the sale of this old house. Real estate 
,,is well up, and I could afford you a pretty handsome price.” 

“And I,” observed Peter Goldthwaite, with reviving 
spirks, “have a plan for laying out the cdsh to gr^t 
advantage.” 

“Why, as to that,” muttered John Brown toJitinigelf, 
“ we must apply to the next court for a guardian to take 
ca^ of the solid cash ; and if Peter insists upon specu¬ 
lating, he may do it, to his heart’s content, with old 
Petek Goldthwaite’s Treasure^’ 



CHIPPINGS WITH A CHISEL 


Passing a summer, several years since, at Edgartown, 
on the island of Martha’s Vineyard, I became acquainted 
with a certain carver of tombstones, who had travelled 
and Voyaged thither from the interior of Massachusetts, 
in search of professional employment. TIic speculation 
ha8 turned out so successful, that my fifend expected to 
transmute slate and marble into silver and gold, to the 
amount of at least a thousand dollars, during the ftw 
months of his sojoutn at Nantucket and the Vineyard. 
The secluded life, and the simple and primitive spir4 
which still characterizes ^le inhabitants of those islandj, 
especially of Martha’s V'iney.ird, insure their dead friends 
a longer and dearer remembrance than the daily novdty 
and revolving bustle of the world can elsewhere afford 
to beings of the past. Yet, while every family is anxious 
to erect a memorial to its departed members, the 
untainted breath of ocean Ijcsiows such health and 
length of days upon the people of the isles, as would 
cause a melancholy dearth of business to a resident artist 
in that line. His own monument, recording his dcccast^ 
by starvation, would probably be an early specirqen of 
W skill. Gj^avestoncs, therefore, have generally Men 
an article of imported merchandise. 

tn ifly walks through the burial ground of Edgartown 
—where the dead have lain so long that the soil, once 
enriched by their decay, has returned to its original 
.barrenness — in th^t ancient burial ground I noticed 
much variet/ of monumental sculpture. The elder 
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stones, dated a centyry back or more, have borders 
elaborately carved with ■lowers, and are adorned with a 
multiplicity of death’s heads, crossbones, scythes, l^orr- 
glasses, and other lugubrious emblems of mortality, with 
here and there a winged cherub to direct the mournty’s 
spirit upward. These productions of Gothic taste must 
have been quite beyond the colonial skill of the day, 
and were probably carved in London, and brought across 
the ocean to commemorate the defunct worthies of this 
lonely isle. The more recent momiinents are mere slabs 
of slate, in the ordinary style, without an," superfluous 
flourishes to set off the bald inscriptions. l!ut ofOers—• 
and those far the most impressive, Iroth to my taste and 
feelings—were Voughly hewn from the gray rocks ofThe 
island, evidently by the unskilled hands of surviving 
friends and rel.uives. On some there were merely the 
initials of a name ; some were inscribed with misspelt 
jsrose or rhyme, in deep letters, which the moss and 
wintry rain of many years had not been able to obliterate. 
These, these were graves where loved ones slept 1 It is 
an old theme of satire, the falsehood and vanity of 
monumental eulogies ; but when afl’cctioti and sorrow 
grave the letters with their own painful labor, then we 
may be sure that they copy from the record on their 
hearts. 

My acquaintance, the sculptor—he may share that 
title with Grccnough, since the dauber of signs is a , 
painter as well as Raphael—had found a ready market 
for all his blank slabs of marble, and full occupation in 
iettCVing and ornamenting them. He was aii elde^'y 
man, a descendant of the old Puritan family of Wiggles- 
worth, with a certain simplicity and singlenessfboS of 
heart and mind, which, methinks, is more rarely found 
among us Yankees than in any other community of 
people. In spite of his gray head and wrinkled brow, 
he was quite like a child in all matters save what had 
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some reference to his own business ; he seonicil, unless 
tny fancy ^misled me, to vie^’ mankind in no other 
relation than as people in want of tombstones ; and his 
literary attainments cvidAilly (:om])ichendetl very little, 
either of prose or poetry, which had not, at one time or 
other, been inslribcd on slate or marble. Ills sole task 
and oflice amoni; the immortal pilj^rims of the tomb—the 
duty for which i’rovidenee had sent the old man into the 
world, as it were, with a chisel in his hand—was to label 
the dead bodies, lest their names shouUi be forj.;otien at 
the resurrection. Yet he had not f.iiled, within a n.irrow 
srope^to gatTlcr a few spri:.ts of e.irthly, and more than 
earthly, wisdotn,—the harve^t of m.rny a ^;ravc. 

And lugubrious as his rtilling might an'iie.ar, he was as 
cheerful an old soul ;ts he.dth, .ind mtegiity, and la k of 
care could make him, and used to set to work upon one 
sorrowful inscription ®r another with th.it sort of sjiirit 
which impels a man to sing at his l.ibor. ()n the whole, 

I found Mr. Wigglcsworth an entertaining, ami often 
instructive, if not an interesting chai n ter ; and paitly 
for the charm of his society, .and still more hecaiise lvi< 
work has an invariable .altr.action for “ m.m th.it is born 
of woni.an,” I was .accustomcrl to spend some hours a d.iy 
at his workshop. The rpiaintncss of his remarks, and 
their not unfrequent truth—a truth condensed and 
pointed by the limited sphere of his view— gave a riicincss 
to his talk, which mere worldlincss and general cultiva¬ 
tion would at once have destroyed. 

Sometimes we would discuss the respective merits of 
the varimis Qualities of marble, numerous slabs of wnich 
wtSe resting against the walls of the shop ; or sometimes 
an \)pur^or two would pass quietly, without a word on 
eipier side, while I watched how neatly his chisel struck 
out letter after letter of the names of the Nortons, the 
Mayhews, the Luces,^the Daggets, and other immemorial 
f^ities of the «Vineyard. Often, with an artist’s pride, 
12 12 
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the good old sculptor would speak of favorite productions 
of his skill, which were scattered throughout„the village 
graveyards of New England. But my chief and gip^t 
instructive amusement was to witness his interviews with 
his customers, who held interminable consultations about 
the form and fashion of the desired monuments, tfie 
buried excellence to be commemorated, the anguish to 
be expressed, and finally, the lowest price in dollars and 
cents for which a marble transcript of their feelings might 
be obtained. Really, my mind received many fresh ideas, 
which, perhaps, may remain in it even longer than Mr. 
Wigglesworth’s hardest marble will retain the deepest 
strokes of his chisel. 

An elderly l.a,ly came to bespeak a monument for«her 
first love, who had been killed by a wh.ale in the Pacific 
Ocean no less than forty years before. It was singular 
that so strong an impression of earJy feeling should have 
survived through the changes of her subsequent life, in 
the course of which she had been a wife and a mother, 
and, so far as I could judge, a comfortable and happy 
woman. Reflecting within myself, it appeared to me that 
this lifelong sorrow—as, in all good faith, she deemed it 
—was one of the most fortunate circumstances of her 
history. It had given an ide.ality to her mind ; it had 
kept her purer and less earthly than she would otherwise 
have been, by drawing a portion of her sympathies apart 
from earth. Amid the throng of enjoyments, and the 
pressure of worldly care, and all the warm materialism of 
this life, she had communed with a vision, and had been 
the'better for such intercourse. Faithful to‘the husb^^d 
of her maturity, and loving him with a far more real 
affection than she ever could have felt for this ^Ireara of 
her girlhood, there h.ad still been an imagin.ative faith to 
the ocean-buried, so that an ordinary char.acter had thus 
been elevated and refined. Her .sighs had been the 
breath of Heaven to her souL The good lady earnestly 
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desired that the proposed mor^ment should be orna¬ 
mented wi^h a carved border oUnarine plants, intertwined 
twisted sea shells, such as were probably waving 
over her lover’s skeleton,*or strewn around it, in the far 
depths of the Pacific. Hut Mr. Wigglcsworth’s chisel 
(5ci?ig inadequate to the task, she was forced to content 
herself with a rose, hanging its head from a broken stem. 
After her departure, I remarked that the symbol was 
none of the most apt. 

“ And yet,” said my friend the sculptor, embodying 
in this im.agj the thoughts that had been passing through 
my (i»vn mind, “ that broken rose has shed its sweet 
smell through forty years of the good woman’s life.” 

k was seldom that 1 could find such pleasant food for 
contemplation as in the .above instance. None of the 
applicants, 1 think, affected me more disagreeably than 
an old man who came* with his fourth wife hanging on his 
arm, to bespeak gr.avcstoncs for the three former occu* 
pants of his marriage bed. 1 watc hed with some anxiety 
to sec whether his remAibrancc of either were more 
affectionate than of the other two, but could discover tio 
symptom of the kind. The three monuments were all to 
be of the same materi.al and form, and each decorated, 
in b.ass relief, with two weeping willows, one of the.se 
sympathetic trees bending over its fellow, which was to 
be broken in the midst and rest upon a sepulchral urn. 
This, indeed, was Mr. Wigglcsworth's standing emblem 
of conjugal bereavement. I shuddered at the gray* 
polygamist, who had so utterly lost the holy sense <^f in- 
<|ijidu£(lity Tn wedlock, th.at methought he w.as fain to 
r^kon upon fiis fingers how many women, who had once 
sleft hpr his side, were now sleeping in their graves. 
TTiere was even—if I wrong him it is no great matter— a 
glance sidelong at his living spouse, as if he were inclined 
to drive a thriftier b^gain by bespieaking four gravestones 
in a lot I was better pleased with a rough old whaling 
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captain, who gave directions for a broad marble slab, 
divided into two conipartnaents, one of which was to con¬ 
tain an epitaph on his deceased wife, and the other to^jjip 
left vacant, till death should eiiftrave his own name there. 
As is frequently the case among the whalers of Martha’s 
Vineyard, so much of this storm-beaten widower’s life 
had been tossed away on distant seas, that out of twenty 
years of matrimony he had spent scarce three, and those 
at scattered intervals, beneath his own roof. Thus the 
wife of his youth, though she died in his and her declin¬ 
ing age, retained the bridal dewdrops frcsli..around her 
memory. • 

My observations gave me the idea, and Mr. W’iggles- 
worth confirmedvit, that husbands were more faithfuhin 
setting up memorials to their dead wives than widows to 
their dead husbands. 1 was not ill natured enough to 
fancy that women, loss than men,sfecl so sure of their 
own constancy as to be willing to give a pledge of it in 
marble. It is more probably the fact, that while men 
are able to reflect upon their lost companions as remem- 
brtrnces apart from themselves ; women, on the other 
hand, arc conscious that a portion of their being has 
gone with the departed whithersoever he has gone. 
Soul clings to soul ; the living dust has a sympathy with 
the dust of the grave; and, by the very strength of that 
sympathy, the wife of the dead shrinks the more sensi¬ 
tively from reminding the world of its existence. The 
•link is already strong enough ; it needs no visible symbol. 
And, though a shadow walks ever by her side, and the 
touch of a chill hand is on her bosom, yet hfe, and pfC- 
chance its natural yearnings, may still be warm within 
her, and inspire her with new hopes of happinessa TAen 
would she mark out the grave, the scent of which would 
be perceptible on the pillow of the second bridal ? No— 
but rather level its green mound tyjth the surrounding 
earth, as if, when she dug up again her buried heart, the 
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spot had ceased to be a grave.^ Yet, in spite of tliese 
scntimentjflities, I was prodigiously amused by an inci- 
(^t, of which 1 had not the good fortune to be a witness, 
but which •Mr. Wiggles\forth related with considerable 
humor. A gentlewoman of the town, receiving news of 
Re? husband’^ loss at sea, had bespoken a handsome 
slab of marble, and came daily to watch the progress of 
my friend’s chisel. One afternoon, when the good lady 
and the scul|)tor were in the very midst of the epitaph, 
which the departed spirit might have been greatly com¬ 
forted to rtjjtd, who should walk into the workshop but 
the deceased himself, in substani c as well as spirit ! 
He had been picked up at sea, and stood in no present 
need of tombstone or epitaph. 

“And how,” intiuired 1, “ilid his wife bear the shock 
of joyful surprise ” 

“Why,” said the <)kl man, deepening the grin of a 
death’s head, on which his chisel was just then eim 
ployed, “ 1 really felt for the poor woman ; it was one 
of my best pieces of maiRlc—and to be thrown away on 
a living man 1 ” r 

A comely woman, with a pretty rosebud of a daughter, 
came to select a gravestone for a twin daughter, who 
had died a month before. I was impressed with the 
different nature of their feelings for the dead ; the morfier 
was calm and wofully resigned, fully conscious of her 
loss, as of a treasure which she had not always possessed, 
and, therefore, had been aware that it might l>c takers 
from her ; but the daughter evidently had no real know- 
j^ge #f wiftil death’s doings were. Her thoughts knew, 
Ulit not her "heart. It seemed to me, that by the print 
and pressure which the dead sister had left upon the 
survivor's spirit, her feelings were almost the same as if 
she still stood side by side, and arm in arm, with the 
departed, looking .y the slabs of marble ; and once or 
twice she glanced around with a sunny smile, which, as 
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its sister smile had faded forever, soon grew confusedly 
overshadowed. Percha*nce her consciousness was truer 
than her reflection—per^ance her dead sister was a 
closer companion than in life. The mother apd daugltfet 
talked a long while with Mr. Wigglesworth about a suit¬ 
able epitaph, and finally chose an ordina.-y verse of-ilb 
matched rhymes, which had already been inscribed upon 
innumerable tombstones. But, when we ridicule the 
triteness of monumental verses, we forget that Sorrow 
reads far deeper in them than wc can, and finds a pro¬ 
found and individual purport in what seems so vague 
and inexpressive, unless interpreted by her.* She lyakcs 
the epitaph anew, though the selfsame words may have 
served for a thousand graves. , 

“And yet,” said I afterwards to Mr. Wigglesworth, 
“ they might have made a belter choice than this. 
While you were discussing the ^ubjcct, 1 was struck 
by at least a dozen simple and natural expressions from 
t\ie lips of both mother and daughter. One of these 
would have formed an inscription equally original and 
appropriate.” 

“No, no,” replied the sculptor, shaking bis head, 
“there is a good deal of comfort to be gathered from 
these little old scraps of poetry : and so I always recom¬ 
mend them in preference to any new-fangled ones. And 
somehow they seem to stretch to suit a great grief, and 
shrink to fit a small one.” 

, It was not seldom that ludicrous images were excited 
by what took place between Mr. Wigglesworth and his 
customers. A shrewd gentlewoman, who k&pt a. tavern 
in the town, was anxious to obtain two or three grave¬ 
stones for the deceased members of her family^ 
pay for these solemn commodities by taking the sculptor 
to board. Hereupon a fantasy arose in my mind, of 
good Mr. Wigglesworth sitting down to dinner at a 
broad, fiat tombstone, carving one of b^s own plump 
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little marble cherubs, gnawing a pair of crossbones, and 
drinking put of a hollow d<^tf»’s head, or perhaps a 
lachrymatory vase, or sepulchral urn ; while his hostess’s 
dead children waited oft him at the ghastly banquet. 
On communicating this nonsensical picture to the old 
fnfn, he lauglfed he.artily, and pronounced my humor to 
be of the right sort. 

“ I have lived at such a table all my days,” said he, 
“and eaten no small quantity of slate and marble.” 

“ Hard fare ! ” rejoined I, smiling : “but you seemed 
to have foui^d it excellent of digestion, too.” 

A^nan of lifly, or thereabouts, with a harsh, unpleasant 
countenance, ordered a stone for the grave of his bitter 
enemy, with whom he had waged warhige half a lifetime, 
to their mutual misery and ruin. The secret of this 
phenomenon was, th.al hatred had become the sustenance 
and enjoyment of th% poor wretch’s soul ; it had supplied 
the place of all kindly affections ; it h.ad been rc.allyp 
bond of sympathy between himself .and the man who 
shared the passion ; andVhen its object died, the unafr- 
peasable foe was the only mourner for the dead, lie 
expressed a purpose of being buried side by side with 
his enemy. 

“ I doubt whether their dust will mingle,” remarked 
the old sculptor to me; for often there was an earihlincss 
in his conceptions. 

“O yes,” replied I, who had mused long upon tlie 
incident; “and when they rise again, these bitter foc« 
m.ay find themselves dc.ar friends. Methinks what they 
ei^istook foPhatred was but love under a mask.” 

’• A genilentan of antiquarian propensities provided a 
n^mcyiial for an Indian of Chabbiquidick, one of the 
few of untainted blood remaining in that region, and said 
to be an hereditary chieftain, descended from the sachem 
who welcomed Go^mor Mayhew to the Vineyard. Mr. 
*\Viggleswortl» exerted his best skill to carve a broken 
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bow and scattered she^f of arrows, in memory of the 
hunters and warriors whase race was ended here; but 
he likewise sculptured a cherub, to denote that the 
Indian had shared the Christian’s hope of imihortality. 

“ Why,” observed I, taking a perverse view of 
winged boy and the bow and arrows, “it looks more like 
Cupid’s tomb than an Indian chief’s !” 

“ You talk nonsense,” said the sculptor, with the 
offended pride of art ; he tlicn added with his usual 
good nature, “ flow can Cupid die when there are such 
pretty maidens in the V’ineyard?” 

“Very true,” answered 1—and for the rest of thtf day 
I though of other matters than tombstones. 

At our next nfceting I found him chiselling an oj:ffen 
book upon a marble headstone, and concluded that it 
was meant to express the erudition of some black-letter 
clergyman of the Cotton Mather so'.iool. It turned out, 
l^pwever, to be emblematical of the scriptural knowledge 
of an old woman who had never read anything but her 
Bible ; and the monument was a tribute to her piety and 
goBd works from the Orthodox church, of which she 
had been a member. In strange contrast with this 
Christian woman’s memorial, was that of an infidel, 
whose gravestone, by his own direction, bore an avowal 
of his belief that the spirit within him would be extin¬ 
guished like a flame, and that the nothingness whence 
he sprang would receive him again. Mr. Wigglesworth 
consulted me as to the propriety of enabling a dead 
man’s^dust to utter this dreadful creed. 

“ If I thought,” said he, “that a single mortal‘wouldT 
read the inscription without a shudder, my chisel should 
never cut a letter of it. But when the grave spealfs sdth 
falsehoods, the soul of man will know the truth by its 
own horror.” 

“ So it will,” said I, struck by th< idea : “ the poor 
infidel may strive to preach blasphemies frdm his grave ; 
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but it will be only another m^hod of impressing the 
soul with^ consciousness of i»unortality.” 

^’here was an old man by the name of Norton, noted 
throughout the island Lr his great wealth, which he 
had accumulated by the exercise of strong and shrewd 
Taculties, com 1 )ined with a most penurious disposition. 
This wretched miser, conscious that he had not a friend 
to be mindful of him in his grave, had himself taken the 
needful precautions for posthumous remembrance, by 
bespeaking an immense slab of white m.arble, with a 
long epita( 4 ) raised letters, the whole to be as magni- 
ficertl as Mr. Wigglcsworth's skill could make it. There 
was something very characteristic in this contrivance to 
h#vc his money’s worth even from hi.# own tombstone, 
which, indeed, afforded him more enjoyment in the few 
months that he lived thereafter, than it probably will in 
a whole century, now th.it it is laid over his bones. This 
incident reminds me of a young girl, a |>ale, slcndcf, 
feeble creature, most unljke the other rosy and healthful 
damsels of the Vineyard, amid whose brightness she 
was fading away. Day after day did the poor maiden 
come to the sculptor’s shop, and p.ass from one piece of 
marble to another, till at last she pencilled her name 
upon a slender slab, which, I think, was of .a more spot¬ 
less white than all the rest. I saw her no more, but soon 
afterwards found Mr. W’igglesworth cutting her virgin 
name into the stone which she had chosen. 

“She is dead—poor girl,” said he, interrupting the 
tune which he was whistling, “and she chose a good 
^%cce t)f stuff for her headstone. Now which of these 
^abs would you like best to see your own name upon.'” 

• Why, to tell you the truth, my good Mr. Wiggles- 
worth,” replied I, after a moment’s pause—for the abrupt¬ 
ness of the question had somewhat startled me,—“ to l)e 
quite sincere with %'ou, I care little or nothiijg about a 
stone for my*own grave, and am somewhat inclined to 
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scepticism as to the propriety of erecting monuments at 
all over the dust that on<j.e was human. Th^ weight of 
these heavy marbles, though unfelt by the dead cor ^ c 
of the enfranchised soul, presses drearily upon the spirit 
of the survivor, and causes him to connect the idea of 
death with the dungeonlike imprisonment of the toifib* 
instead of with the freedom of the skies. Every grave¬ 
stone that you ever made is the visible symbol of a mis¬ 
taken system. Our thoughts should soar upward with 
the butterfly—not linger with the exuvix' that confined 
him. In truth and rc.ason, neither those \^om wc call 
the living, and still less the departed, have anythiiig to 
do with the grave.” 

“I never heavl anything so heathenish!” said Mr. 
Wigglesworth, perplexed and displeased at sentiments 
which controverted all his notions and feelings, and 
implied the utter waste, and worse, of his whole life’s 
labor—“ would you forget your dead friends the moment 
they are under the sod.? ” 

* “ They arc not under the sod^” I rejoined ; “ then why 
should I mark the spot where there is no treasure hidden 1 
Forget them? No! Ilut to remember them aright, I 
would forget what they have cast off. And to gain the 
truer conception of Dk.\i h, I would forget the Grave !” 

But still the good old sculptor murmured, and stumbled, 
as it were, over the gravestones amid which he had 
walked through life. Whether he were right or wrong, 
J had grown the wiser from our companionship and from 
my observations of nature and character, as displayed by 
those who came, with their old griefs or the!? new on^Sf 
to get them recorded upon his slabs of marbite. And y«* 
with my gain of wisdom, I had likewise gained perplexjl^; 
for there was a strange doubt in my mind, whether Bie 
dark shadowing of this life, the sorrows and regrets, have 
not as much real comfort in them—Icgving religious influ¬ 
ences out of the question—as what we term life's joys. 
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One day, in the sick chamber of Father Ephraim, who 
had been forty years the presiding elder over the Shaker 
settlement at Goshen, there was an assemblage of several 
of thg chief !^en of the sect. Individuals had come from 
the rich establishment at Lebanon, from Canterbury, 
Hyvard, and Alfred, and from all the^ other localities, 
where this strange people have fcrtili/.ed the rugged hills 
of New England by their systematic industry. An elder 
was likewise there, ^vho had made a pilgrimage of a 
thousand miles from a village of the faithful in Ken¬ 
tucky, to visit his spiritual kindrctl, the children of the 
sainted Mother Ann. had partaken of the homely 
abundance of their tables, had cpiafTcd the f!ir-famj:d 
Shaker cider, and had joined in the sacred dance, every 
step of which is believed to alienate the enthusiast from 
earth, and bear him onward to heavenly purity and bliss. 
His brethren of the north had now courteously invited 
him to be present on an occasion, when the concurrence 
of every eminent member of their community wA 
peculiarly desirable. 

The venerable Father Ephraim sat in his easy chair, 
pot oi4y h*ary headed and infirm with age, but worn 
d(fs’n by a lingering disease, which, it was evident, 
very soon transfer his patri.'irchal staff to other 
At his footstool stood a man and woman, both 
clad in the Shaker garb. 

“ My brethren," said Father Ephraim to the surround¬ 
ing elders, feebly exerting himself to utter these few 
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words, “ here are the son and daughter to whom I would 
commit the trust, of whicl^. Providence is about^to lighten 
my weary shoulders. Read their faces, 1 pray you, and 
say whether the inward movement of the,spirit hath 
guided my choice aright.” 

Accordingly, each elder looked at the tWO candidStA 
with a most scrutinizing gaze. The man, whose name 
was Adam Colburn, had a face sunburnt with labor in 
the fields, yet intelligent, thoughtful, and tr.aced with 
cares enough for a whole lifetime, though he had barely 
reached middle .age. There was something jevere in his 
aspect, and a ricligity throughout his person, char/teter- 
istics that caused him generally to be taken for a school¬ 
master ; which vocation, in fact, he had formerly 
exercised for several years. The woman, Martha 
Pierson, was somewhat above thirty, thin and pale, as a 
Shaker sister almost invariable is, and not entirely free 
from that corpse-like appearance which the garb of the 
sisterhood is so well calculated to imiiart. 

‘ “This pair are still in the summer of their years,” 
observed the elder from Harvard, a shrewd old man. “ 1 
would like better to sec the hoarfrost of autumn on their 
heads. Methinks, also, they will be exposed to peculiar 
temptations, on account of the carnal desires which have 
heretofore subsisted between them.” 

“ Nay, brother,” said the elder from Canterbury, “ the 
hoarfrost, and the blackfrost, hath done its work on 
llrother Adam and Sister Marth.a, even as we sometimes 
discern its traces in our cornfields, while they are yet 
green. And why should we question the wtsdore of our 
venerable Father’s purpose, although this pair in their 
early youth have loved one another as the world'^^pegple 
love? Are there not many brethren and sisters among 
us, who have lived long together in wedlock, yet, adopting 
our faith, find their hearts purified fpm all but spiritual 
afifectiou ? ” 
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Whether or no the early lov^ of Adam and Martha 
had rcnd^ed it inexpedient tli^t they should now preside 
t^ether over a Shaker village, it was certainly most 
singular tlmt such shoufd be the final result of many 
warm and tender hopes. Children of neighboring 
ftimilics, their*affcction was older even than their school¬ 
days ; it seemed an innate principle, interfused among 
all their sentiments and feelings, and not so much a 
distinct remembrance, as connected with their whole 
volume of remembrances. )!ut, just as they rcachetl .a 
proper age (gr their union, misfortunes had fallen heavily 
on bwth, and made it necessary lli.it they' shouhl resort 
to person.il labor for a bare subsistence. liven under 
th*se circumstances, M.iitlia Pierson*would probably 
have conscntctl to unite her fate with Ad.im Colburn’s, 
and, secure of the bliss of mutual love, would patiently 
have awaited the le»s important gifts of fortune. lUit 
Adam, being of a calm and cautious character, was loat|j 
to relinquish the advantaj^’s which a single man possesses 
for raising himself in the world. Yc;ir after year, there¬ 
fore, their marriage had been deferred. y\<lam Colbutn 
had followed many vocations, had travelleil far, and seen 
much of the world and of life. M.irtha h.id carncrl her 
bread sometimes as .1 seamstress, sometimes as help to 
a farmer’s wife, sometimes as schoolmistress of the vil¬ 
lage children, sometimes as a nurse or w.itcher of thp 
sick, thus acquiring a varied experience, the ultimate use 
of which she little anticipated. 15ut nothing had gon<? 
prosperously with either of the lovers ; at no subsequent 
nnt^ent w^tild matrimony have been so prudent a 
■Assure, as A-hen they had first parted, in the opening 
bl<) 0 m*f life, to seek a better fortune. .Still they had held 
fast their mutual faith. Martha might have been the wife 
of a man, who sat among the senators of his native state, 
and Adam could b^c won the hand, a* he had uninten¬ 
tionally won the heart, of a rich and comely widow. But 
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neither of them desire^ good fortune, save to share it 
with the other. 

At length that calm despair^which occurs only ir« 
strong and somewhat stubborn character, aifd yields to 
no second spring of hope, settled down on the spirij, qf 
Adam Colburn. He sought an interview with Martha, 
and proposed that they should join the Society of 
Shakers. The converts of this sect are oftener driven 
within its hospitable gates by worldly misfortune than 
drawn thither by fanaticism, and arc received without 
inquisition as to their motives. Martha, faithful still, had 
placed her hand in that of her lover, and accompanied 
him to the Shaker village. Here the natural capacity of 
each, cultivated'and strengthened by the difficulties*of 
their previous lives, had soon gained them an important 
rank in the Society, whose members arc generally below 
the ordinary standard of intclligerfce. Their frith and 
feelings had, in some degree, become assimilated to 
tjjiose of their fellow-worshippc^js. Adam Colburn gradu¬ 
ally acquired reputation, not only in the management of 
thh temporal affairs of the Society, but as a clear and 
efficient preacher of their doctrines. Martha w.as not 
less distinguished in the duties proper to her sex. 
Finally, when the infirmities of Father Ephraim h.ad 
admonished him to seek a successor in his p.atriarchal 
qffice, he thought of Adam and Martha, and proposed to 
renew, in their persons, the primitive form of Shaker 
government, as established by Mother Ann. They 
were to be the Father and Mother of the v^lage. The 
simple ceremony, which would constitute then? sutJjT, 
was now to be performed. 

“ Son Adam, and daughter Martha,” said the vefiertf&le 
Father Ephraim, fixing his aged eyes piercingly upon 
them, “if ye can conscientiously undertake this charge, 
speak, that the brethren may not doifbt of your fitness.” 

“ Father,” replied Adam, speaking with' the calmness 
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of his character, “ 1 came to your village a disappointed 
man, weary of the world, worn ouf with continual trouble, 
seeking oifly a security against evil fortune, as I had no 
hof)e of goqd. Even my^vishcs of worldly success were 
almost dead within me. I came hither as a man might 
<S)i1te to a toi«b, willing to lie down in its gloom and 
coldness, for the sake of its peace and cjuict. There was 
but one earthly affection in my breast, and it had grown 
calmer since my youth ; so that I was satisfictl to bring 
Martha to be my sister in our new abode. We are 
brother and sister ; nor would I h.ivc it otherwise. And 
in thjj pcaceTul village 1 have found all that 1 hoped for, 
—all that I desire. 1 will strive, with my best strength, 
for,the spiritual and tcm])oral good of^our community. 
My conscience is not doubtful in this matter. 1 am 
ready to receive the trust.” 

“ Thou hast spokcij well, son Adam,” said the Father. 
“ God will bless thee in the ofllcc which I am about to 
resign.” * 

“ Hut our sister ! ” obsetved the elder from H.arvard*; 
“ hath she not likewise a gift to declare her sentiments I” 
Martha started, and moved her lips, as if she would 
have made a formal reply to this appeal. lJut, had 
she attempted it, perhaps the old recollections, the 
long-repressed feelings of childhood, youth, and woman¬ 
hood might h.ave gushed from her heart, in words that 
it would have been profanation to utter there. * 

“Adam has spoken,” said she hurriedly; his sent!-, 
ments are likewise mine.” 

. But %hile^peaking these few words,'Martha grew so 
pftile, that she»looked fitter to be laid in her coffin, than 
to ^tai^ in the presence of F’ather Ephraim and the 
elders ; she shuddered, also, as if there were something 
awful or horrible in her situ.ation and destiny. It 
required, indeed, a rgore than feminine strength of nerve 
fo sustain the^xed observapcc of men so exalted and 
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famous throughout the sect as these were. They had 
overcome their natura# sympathy with human frailties 
and affections. One, w'h^n he joined the Society, had 
brought with him his wife andl children, but never, frPm 
that hour, had spoken a fond word to the former, or taken 
his best-loved child upon his knee. Another, whpse 
family refused to follow him, had been enabled,—such 
was his gift of holy fortitude,—to leave them to the mercy 
of the -world. The youngest of the elders, a man of 
about fifty, had been bred from infancy in a Shaker 
village, and was said never to have clas|)ed a woman’s 
hand in his own, and to have no conceptidh of a closer 
tie than the cold fraternal one of the sect. Old lather 
Ephraim was tlje most awful character of all. In his 
youth he had been a dissolute libertine, hut was con¬ 
verted by Mother Ann herself, and had i>artaken of the 
wild fanaticism of the early Shakers. . Tradition whispered, 
at the firesides of the village, that Mother Ann had been 
fcompelled to scar his heart of flesh with a red-hot iron, 
before it could be purified from earthly passions. 

.However that might be, poor Martha had a woman’s 
heart, and a tender one, and it quailed within her as 
she looked round at those strange old men, and from 
them to the calm features of Adam Colburn. But 
perceiving that the elders eyed her doubtfully, she 
gasped for breath, and again spoke. 

" “ With what strength is left me by my many troubles,” 
.said she. “ I am ready to undertake this charge, and 
to do my best in it.” 

“ My children, join your hands,” said Fathrr Ephraim. 

They did so. The elders stood up around, and the 
Father feebly raised himself to a more erect position, 
but continued sitting in his great chair. 

“ I have bidden you to join your hands,” said he, “ not 
in earthly affection, for ye have cast off its chains for¬ 
ever ; but as brother and sister in spiritual love, and 
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helpers of one another in yonj allotted task. Tcaili 
unto oth^s the faith which aj-c have received. Open 
wide your — I de^ver you the keys thereof,— 

open them* wide to all who will tjive up the iniquities 
of^thc world, and come hither to lead lives of purity 
and peace. t<cccive tlic weary ones, who h.ive known 
the vanity of earth,^—receive the little children, that 
they may never learn that miserable lesson. And a 
blessing be upon your labors ; so that the time may 
hasten on, when the mission of Mother Ann shall have 
wrought its*full effect,---when children shall no more 
be b«rn and die, and the last survivor of mortal race, 
some old and weary man like me, shall sec the sun 
go*down, nevermore to rise on a wftrld of sin and 
sorrow ! ” 

The aged Father sank ba< k exhausted, and the sur¬ 
rounding elders deembd, with good reason, that the hour 
was come, when the new heads of the village must ente* 
on their patriarchal dutici^ In their attention to Father 
Ephraim, their eyes were turned from Martha I’icrson, 
who grew paler and paler, unnoticed even by Adam Col¬ 
burn. He, indeed, had withdrawn his hand fioin hers, 
and folded his arms with a sense of satisfied ambition. 
But paler and p.aler grew Martina by his side, till, like a 
corpse in its burial clothes, she sank down at tlic feet of 
her early lover ; for. after many trials firmly borne, he*: 
heart could endure the weight of its desolate agony no 
longer. 
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ItF.NKATII AN UMnRF.M.A. 

Pleasant is a rainy winter’s day within doors! The 
best study for sucli a day, or the best amujement,—call 
it which you will,—is a book of travels, describing scenes 
the most unlike that sombre one which is mistily pre¬ 
sented through the windows. I have experienced, that 
fancy is then most successful in imparting distinct shapes 
and vivid colors to the olrjccts which the author h.as 
spread upon his page, and that his words become magic 
’spells to summon up a thousand varied pictures. Strange 
■landscapes glimmer througlwlhe familiar walls of the 
room, and outlandish figures thrust themselves almost 
within the sacred precincts of the hearth. Small as my 
chamber is, it has space enough to contain the ocean-like 
circumference of an Arabian desert, its parched sands 
tracked by the long line of a caravan, with the camels 
patiently journeying through the heavy sunshine. Though 
•my ceiling be not lofty, yet I can pile up the mountains 
of Central Asia beneath it, till their summits shine far 
above the clouds of the middle atmosphere. And, with 
my humble means, a wealth that is not taxable, I can 
transport hither the magnificent merchandise of an 
Oriental bazaar, and call a crowd of purchasers from 
distant countries to pay a fair profit for the ijrthrious 
articles which are displayed on all sides. True it is, 
however, that amid the bustle of traffic, or whatever else 
may seem to be going on around me, the raindrops will 
occasionally be heard to patter against my window panes, 
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which look forth upon one o> tlic quietest streets in a 
New England town. After ^tiine, too, the visions vanish, 
and will not appear again at iny bidding. Then, it 
being nightfall, a gloomy sense of unreality depresses my 
, i^irits, and ipipels me to venture out, bclorc the clock 
shall strike bedtime, to satisfy myself th.it the world is 
not entirely made up of such sh.uloivy materials as have 
busied me throughout the day. A dreamer may dwell 
so long among fantasies, that the things without him will 
seem as unreal as those within. 

When etc has fairly set in, therefore, I sally forth, 
tigf!tly buttoning my shaggy overcoat, and hoisting my 
umbrella, the silken dome of which immediately resounds 
with the heavy drumming of the invisible rainiirops. 
Pausing on the lowest doorsteiJ, I contrast the warmth 
and cheerfulness of my deserted fireside with the drear 
obscurity and chill discomfort into which I am about to 
plunge. Now come fearful auguries, innumerable as flie 
drops of rain. Did not Iny manhood cry shame upon me, 
1 should turn back within doors, resume my elbow ebair, 
my slippers, and my book, pass such an evening of sluggish 
enjoyment as the day has been, and go to Ix’d inglorious. 
The same shivering reluctance, no doubt, has (]uclled, for 
a moment, the adventurous spirit of many a traveller, 
when his feet, which were destined to measure the earth 
around, were leaving their last tracks in the home paths. 

In my own case, poor human n.aturc may be allowed^a 
few misgivings. I look upward, and discern no sky, not 
even^an mrfathomable void, but only a black, impene- 
^fable nothingness, as though heaven and all its lights 
were blotted from the system of the universe. It is as if 
n9biA were dead, and the world had put on black, and 
the clouds were weeping for her. With thCir tears upon 
my cheek, I turn my eyes earthward, but find little con- 
• solatiott here below. A lamp is burning dimly at the 
distant corner, and throws just enough of light along the 
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street to show, and exaf^gerate by so faintly showing, 
the perils and difficulties wfiich beset my path. « Yonder 
dingily while remnant of a huge (snow bank,—which wiH 
yet cumber the sidewalk till the latter days of" March,— 
over or through that wintry waste must I s|ridc onward., 
Beyond, lies a certain Slough of Despond, a concoction of 
mud and liquid filth, ankle-deep, leg-deep, neck-deep,—in 
a word, of unknown bottom,—on which the lamplight does 
not even glimmer, but which I have occasionally watched, 
in the gradual growth of its horrors, from morn till night¬ 
fall. Should I flounder into its depths, farerVcll to upper 
earth ! And hark 1 how rouglily resounds the roaring'bf a 
stream, the turbulent career of which is partially reddened 
by the gleam of the lamp, but elsewhere brawls noisity 
through the densest gloom. O, should I be swept away in 
fording that impetuous and unclean torrent, the coroner 
will have a job with an unfortunate gentleman, who would 
fihn end his troubles any where but in a mud puddle! 

•I’shaw 1 I will linger not f.nother instant at arm’s 
length from these dim terrors, which grow more obscurely 
formidable the longer 1 delay to grapple with them. 
Now for the onset ! And lo ! with little damage, save a 
dash of rain in the face and breast, a splash of mud high 
up the pantaloons, and the left boot full of ice-cold water, 
behold me at the corner of the street. The lamp throws 
d6wn a circle of red light around me ; and, twinkling 
Qnward from corner to corner, 1 discern other beacons 
marshalling my way to a brighter scene. But this is a 
lonesome and dreary spot. The tall edifices«bid jjloomy 
defiance to the storm, with their blinds all closed, even U,s 
a man winks when he faces a spattering gust. How 
loudly tinkles the collected rain down the tin s{)oiits ! 
The pufl's of wind are boisterous, and seem to assail me 
from various quarters at once. 1 have often observed 
that this corner is a haunt and loitering-place for those 
winds which have no work to do upon the ‘deep, dashing 
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ships against our iron-bound s^jpres ; nor in the forest, 
tearing up the sylvan giants wgh half a rood of soil at their 
vast roots. Here they anjuse themselves with lesser freaks 
of mischiefc See, at this moment, how they assail yonder 
poor woman, who is passing just within the verge of the 
lamplight 1 C%c blast struggles for her umbrella, and turns 
it wrong side outward ; another whisks the cape of her cloak 
across her eyes ; while a third takes most unwarrantable 
liberties with the lower part of her attire. Happily, the 
good dame is no gossamer, but a figure of rotundity and 
fleshly sub^anre ; else would these aeri.il tormentors 
whial her aloft, like a w itch upon a broomstick, and set 
her down, doubtless, in the lilthiest kennel herc.ibout. 

•from hence I Irc.id upon firm ]).i*ements into the 
centre of the town. Here there is almost ;is brilliant an 
illumination as when some gre.it victory has been won, 
either on the battle ffcid or at the polls. Two rows of 
shops, with windows dow n no.irly to the ground, cast *1 
glow from sirlc to side, w^ile the bl.ick night hangs ov<y- 
hcad like a canopy, anil thus keeps the sjjlendor from 
diffusing itself away. The wet sidewalks gleam witfi a 
broad sheet of red light. The raindrojis glitter, as if the 
sky were pouring down rubies. The spouts gush with 
fire. Methinks the scene is an emblem of the deceptive 
glare, which mortals throw around their footsteps in the 
moral world, thus bedazzling themselves, till they forgft 
the impenetrable obscurity that hems them in, and that 
can be dispelled only by radi.incc from above. And .afteff 
all, it is a cheerless scene, and cheerless arc the wanderers 
in,it. ♦Here comes one who has so long been familiar with 
ttmpestuous*weather that he takes the bluster of the storm 
fom» friendly greeting, as if it should say, “ How fare ye, 
brother?” He is a retired sea captain, wrapped in some 
nameless garment of the pea-jacket orilcr, and is now 
laying his course towards the Marine Insurance Office, 
there to spin lyarns of gale and shipwreck with a crew of 
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old sea dogs like himself.^^ The blast will put in its word 
among their hoarse voices,,and be understood by all of 
them. Next I meet an unhappy slipshod gentleman, with 
a cloak flung hastily over his shoulders, runrWng a race 
with boisterous winds, and striving to glide between the 
drops of rain. Some domestic emcrgency*or other has' 
blown this miserable man from his warm fireside, in quest 
of a doctor ! See that little v.agabond,—how carelessly 
he has taken his stand right underneath a spout, while 
staring at some object of curiosity in a shop window! 
Surely the rain is his native element; he mus^.have fallen 
with it from the clouds, as frogs are supposed to do. i- 
Here is a picture, and a pretty one. A young man 
and a girl, both et.vcloped in cloaks and huddled beneath 
the scanty protection of a cotton umbrella. She wears 
rubber overshoes ; but he is in his dancing pumps ; and 
they are on their way, no doubt, to* some cotillon party, 
O' subscription ball at a dollar a head, refreshments 
irjcludcd. Thus they struggle against the gloomy tempest, 
lured onward by a vision of festal splendor. Hut, ah 1 a 
most lamentable disaster. IJewildercd by the red, blue, 
and yellow meteors in an apothecary’s window, they have 
stepped upon a slippery remnant of ice, and are pre¬ 
cipitated into a confluence of swollen floods, at the 
corner of two streets. Luckless lovers ! Were it my 
nature to be other than a looker-on in life, I would 
attempt your rescue. Since that may not be, I vow, should 
^ou be drowned, to weave such a pathetic story of your 
fate, as shall call forth tears enough to drown you both 
anew. Do ye touch bottom, my young friends? ' Yq?.; 
they emerge like a water nymph and a river deity, an'a 
paddle hand in hand out of the depths of the darh p#Dl. 
They hurry homeward, dripping, disconsolate, abashed, 
but with love too warm to be chilled by the cold water. 
They have stood a test which proves coo strong for many. 
Faithful, though over head and ears in trouble! 
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Onward I go, deriving a sympathetic joy or sorrow 
from the varied aspect of mortal affairs, even as my 
figure catJhes a gleam from fire lighted windows, or is 
blackened by an interval^f darkness. Not that mine is 
altogether ,a chameleon spirit, with no hue of its own. 
Nbw I pass irfo a more retired street, where the dwell¬ 
ings of wealth and poverty arc intermingled, presenting a 
range of strongly contrasted pictures. Here, too, may 
be found the golden mean. Through yonder casement 
I discern .a family circle,—the grandmother, the parents, 
and the children,—all flickering, shadow-like, in the glow 
of wood Tire. Bluster, tierce blast, and beat, thou 
wintry rain, against the window ])anes ! \'e cannot 

dt^np the enjoyment of that fireside. ^Surely my fate is 
hard, that I should be wandering homeless here, taking 
to my bosom night, and storm, and solitude, instead of 
wife and children. I’cace, inurmurcr ! Doubt not that 
darker guests arc sitting round the hearth, though the 
warm blaze hides all but blissful images. Well, here Ts 
still a brighter scene. A*stately mansion, illuminated fBr 
a ball, with cut-glass chandeliers and alabaster lamps»in 
every room, and sunny landscapes hanging round the 
walls. See ! a coach has stopped, wlience emerges a 
slender beauty, who, canopied by two umbrellas, glides 
within the portal, and vanishes amid lightsome thrills of 
music. Will she ever feel the night wind and the rain.* 
Perhaps,—perhaps ! And will Death ami .Sorrow esrtT 
enter that proud mansion.* As surely as the dancci^ 
will be gay within its halls to-night. .Such thoughts 
|adde«, ye!*satisfy my heart ; for they tc.ach me that tire 
poor man, iit this mean, weather-beaten hovel, without a 
fi|f cheer him, may call the rich his brother, brethren 
by Sorrow, who must be .an inmate of both their house¬ 
holds,—brethren by Death, who will lead them both to 
other homes. , 

Onward, sjill onward, 1 plunge into the night. Now 
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have I reached the utme^st limits of the town, where the 
last lamp struggles feebly, with the darkness, like the 
farthest star that stands sentjnel on the borders of 
uncreated space. It is strange what sensations of sub¬ 
limity may spring from a very humble source. Such ^re 
suggested by this hollow ro.ar of a subtcrrrfriean cataract, 
where the mighty stream of a kennel precipitates itself 
beneath an iron grate, and is seen no more on earth. 
Listen a while to its voice of mystery; and fancy will 
magnify it, till you start, and smile at the illusion. And 
now another sound, — the rumbling of whegls, — as the 
mail coach, outward bound, rolls heavily off the j*ave- 
ments, and splashes through the mud and water of the 
road. All night k)ng, the poor passengers will be tosstd 
to and fro between drowsy watch and troubled sleep, 
and will dream of their own quiet beds, and awake to 
find themselves still jolting onwafd. Happier my lot, 
\\rho will straightway hie me to my familiar room, and 
toast myself comfortably befojp the fire, musing, and 
fitfully dozing, and fancying a strangeness in such sights 
as'all may see. Hut first let me gaze at this solitary 
figure, who comes hitherward with a tin lantern, which 
throws the circular pattern of its punched holes on the 
ground about him. He passes fearlessly into the 
unknown gloom, whither I will not follow him. 

This figure shall supply me with a moral, wherewith, 
for lack of a more appropriate one, I may wind up my 
sketch. He fears not to tread the dreary path before 
him, because his lantern, which was kindled at the 
fireside of his home, will light him back to that'^ sanae* 
fireside again. And thus we, night wanderers through 1 
stormy and dismal world, if we bear the lamp of Fail^, 
enkindled at a celestial fire, it will surely lead us home to 
that Heaven whence its radiance was borrowed. 



ENDICOTT AND THE RED CROSS. 


At noon of an autiiinna! day, more than two rcnturics 
ago, the English colors were displayed hy the standard 
bearer of the .Salem trainliand, width had nmstcred for 
mart^rl exercise under the orders of John Emlicott. It 
was a period, when the religious exiles were at t ustomed 
oft^tn to butklc on their armor, ami prai^isc the handling 
of their weapons of war. Sim e the first settlement of 
New England, its prosjiects hatl never been so dismal. 
The dissensions heWiveen Charles the f irst and Ids 
subjects were tlicn, and for several years afterwards, 
confined to the floor of f'arlianient. l lie measures of 
the King and ministry were rendered more tyrannical!^ 
violent by an opposition, whu h hatl ntit yet acrjuirid 
sufficient confidence in its own strength, to resist roy.d 
injustice with the sword. 'I he bigoted and haughty 
primate. Laud, Archbishop of Canteibury, controlled the 
religious affairs of the realm, and was consequently 
invested with powers which might have wrought the 
utter ruin of the two I'uritan colonies, I’lymouth anti 
Massachusetts. There is evidence on record, that ouj 
forefathers perceived their danger, but were resolved 
tJ^at tkeir Ibfant country should not fall without a 
ttruggle, evert beneath the giant strength of the King’s 
ri^t ipn. 

Such was the aspect of the times, when the folds of 
the English banner, with the Red Cross in its field, 
were flung out oy^r a company of Puritans. Their 
leader, the fi^ous Endicott, was a man of stem and 
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resolute countenance, the effect of which was heightened 
by a grizzled beard that swept the upper portion of his 
breastplate. This piece oFarmor was so highly polished, 
that the whole surrounding serine had its image in the 
glittering steel. The central object in th*e mirrored 
picture, was an edifice of humble architecture, with 
neither steeple nor bell to proclaim it,—what neverthe¬ 
less it was,—the house of prayer. A token of the perils 
of the wilderness was seen in the grim head of a wolf, 
which had just been slain within the precincts of the 
town, and, according to the regular mode of claiming the 
bounty, was nailed on the porch of the mecting-house. 
The blood was still plashing on the doorstep, 'fhere 
happened to be visible, at the same noontide hour,^so 
many other characteristics of the times and manners of 
the Puritans, that we must endeavor to represent them 
in a sketch, though far less vivddly than they were 
reflected in the polished breastplate of John Endicott. 

• In close vicinity to the sacred edifice appeared that 
important engine of Puritanic^ authority, the whipping 
PQSt—with the soil around it well trodden by the feet of 
evil doers, who had there been disciplined. At one 
corner of the meeting-house was the pillory', and at the 
other the stocks ; and, by a singular good fortune for 
our sketch, the head of an Episcopalian and suspected 
Catholic was grotesquely incased in the former machine; 
while a fellow-criminal, who h.ad boisterously quaffed a 
health to the king, was confined by the legs in the 
latter. Side by side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a 
male and a female figure. The man was^a tal|, leaOj 
haggard personification of fanaticism, bearing on 11^% 
breast this label, — A Wanton Gospeller, — which 
betokened that he had dared to give interpretati^nl^of 
Holy Writ, unsanctioned by the infallible judgment of 
the civil and religious rulers. His aspect showed no 
lack of zeal to maintain his heterodoxies, even at the' 
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stake. The woman wore a cleft stick on her tongue, in 
appropriate retribution for hav/lig wagged that unruly 
member against the elders of the church ; and her coun¬ 
tenance and gestures g.^ve much cause to apprehend, 
that, the moment the stick should be removed, a repeti- 
fiefh of the c^ence would demand new ingenuity in 
chastising it. 

The above-mentioned individuals had been sentenced 
to undergo their various modes of ignominy for the 
space of one hour at noonday, liut among the crowd 
were several, whose punishment would be lifelong j some, 
whojp cars Inad been cropped, like those of puppy dogs ; 
others, whose cheeks had been branded with the initials 
of.their misdemeanors ; one, with his^nostrils slit and 
seared ; and another, with a halter about his neck, which 
he was forbidden ever to take off, or to conceal beneath 
his garments. Mctliinks he must have been grievously 
tempted to affix the other end of the rope to some con¬ 
venient beam or bough. There was likewise a young 
woman, with no mean sfiarc of beauty, whose doom ft 
was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, in 
the eyes of all the world and her own children. And 
even her own children knew wh.at that initi.al signified. 
Sporting with her infamy, the lost and desperate creature 
had embroidered the fatal token in scarlet cloth, with 
golden thread and the nicest art of needlework ; so that 
the capital A might have been thought to mean Admir¬ 
able, or anything rather than Adulteress. , 

Let not the reader argue, from any of these evidences 
pj inif|uity,«that the limes of the I’uritans were more 
Mcious than*our own, when, as we pass along the very 
st|ge^of this sketch, we discern no badge of infamy on 
man or woman. It was the policy of our ancestors to 
search out even the most secret sins, and expose them to 
shame, without fea§ or favor, in the broadest light of the 
‘noonday sun^ Were such the custom now, perchance 
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we might find material for a no less piquant sketch 
than the above. 

Except the malefactors wnoty we have described, and 
the diseased or infirm persons, the whole mala population 
of the town, between sixteen years and sixty, were seen 
in the ranks of the trainband. A few stately savages, iS 
all the pomp and dignity of the primeval Indian, stood 
g.azing at the spectacle. Their flint-headed arrows were 
but childish weapons, compared with the matchlocks of 
the Puritans, anil would have rattled harmlessly against 
the steel caps and hammered iron brcast|ilates, which 
enclosed each soldier in an individual fortress. •The 
valiant John Endicott glanced with an eye of pride at 
his sturdy followers, and prepared to renew the marfial 
toils of the day. 

“ Come, my stout hearts ! ” quoth he, drawing his 
sword. “ Let us show these poor*hcathcn that we can 
^.andle our weapons like men of might. Well for them, 
if they put us not to prove it in earnest!” 

The iron-breasted company straightened their line, 
aiid each man drew the heavy but of his matchlock 
close to his left foot, thus awaiting the orders of the 
captain. 15ut, as Endicott glanced right and left along 
the front, he discovered a personage at some little dis¬ 
tance, with whom it behooved him to hold a parley. It 
was an elderly gentleman, wearing a black cloak and 
band, and a high-crowned hat, beneath which was a 
velvet skullcap, the whole being the garb of a Puritan 
minister. This reverend person bore a staff which 
seemed to have been recently cut in the foPest, ar-id h's 
shoes were bemired as if he had been travelling on foot* 
through the swamps of the wilderness. His aspect 
perfectly that of a pilgrim, heightened also by an apos¬ 
tolic dignity. Just as Endicott perceived him, he laid 
aside his staff, and stooped to drink^at a bubbling foun¬ 
tain, which gushed into the. sunshine about a score of 
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yards from the corner of the giecting-housc. But, cie 
the good^man drank, he turned his face licavcnward in 
thankfulness, and then, Ijolding liai k Iiis gray beard wiili 
one hand, he scooped up his simple draught in the hollow 

of the other. 

• • 

“VV'hat, ho*! good Mr. Williams,” shouted Kndicott. 
“ You are welcome back again to our town of itcacc. 
How does our worthy Governor Winthrop And wh.it 
news from Boston 'i” 

“ The Governor hath his health, worshipful Sir,” 
answered R#ger Williams, now resuming his staff, and 
drawng near. “.Ami, for the news, here is a letter, 
which, knowing I was to travel hithei w.ird to-day, his 
EScellency committcil to my charge. Welike it contains 
tidings of much import ; lor a ship arriied yesterday 
from England.” 

Mr. Williams, the* minister of .Salem, and of course 
known to all the spei tators, had now re.u bed the spot 
where Endicott was sta»dmg undi r the banner of h^ 
company, and put the Governor’s epistle into his hand. 
The broad seal was impressed with Winthrop’s coat *)f 
arms. Endicott hastily unclosed the letter, and began 
to read ; while, as his eye p.isscd down the page, a 
wrathful change came over his manly countenance. 
The blood glowed through it, till it seemed to be 
kindling with an internal heat ; nor was it unnatural 
to suppose that his breastplate would likewise become 
red hot, with the angry fire of the bosom which it covered? 
Arriving at tlie conclusion, he shook the letter fiercely in 
hi| hafid, so that it rustled as loud as the flag above his 
iiVad. 

ORfack tidings these, Mr. Williams,” said he; “ blacker 
never came to New England, Doubtless you know their 
purport ? ” 

“ Yea, truly," if plied Roger Williams ; “ for the 
Governor comsulted, respecting this matter, with my 
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brethren in the ministry at Boston ; and my opinion 
was likewise asked. An# his Excellency entreats you 
by me, that the news be not* suddenly noised abroad, 
lest the people be stirred up unto some oulbreak, and 
thereby give the King and the Archbishop a handle 
against us.” 

“The Governor is a wise man—a wise man, and a 
meek and moderate,” said Endicott, setting his teeth 
grimly. “ Nevertheless, I must do according to my 
own best judgment. There is neither man, woman, nor 
child in New England, but has a concern ffc dear as life 
in these tidings; and if John Endicott’s voice b^loud 
enough, man, woman, and child shall hear them. Sol¬ 
diers, wheel into a hollow square ! Ho, good peo^e ! 
Here are news for one and all of you.” 

The soldiers closed in around their captain ; and he 
and Roger Williams stood together under the banner 
'of the Red Cross ; while the women and the aged men 
pressed forward, and the mothers held up their children 
tp look Endicott in the face. A few taps of the drum 
gave signal for silence and attention. 

“ Fellow - soldiers, — fellow - exiles,” began Endicott, 
speaking under strong excitement, yet powerfully re¬ 
straining it, “wherefore did ye leave your native country? 
Wherefore, I say, have we left the green and fertile 
f.elds, the cottages, or, perchance, the old gray halls, 
where we were born and bred, the churchyards where. 
our forefathers lie buried? Wherefore have we come 
hither to set up our own tombstones in wilderness? 
A howling wilderness it is! The wolf and.the bear 
us within halloo of our dwellings. The savage lieth in 
wait for us in the dismal shadow of the wood!.* ‘'fhe 
stubborn roots of the trees break our ploughshares, when 
we would till the earth. Our children cry for bread, and 
we must dig in the sands of the sea Siore to satisfy them. 
Wherefore, I say again, have we sought tfiis country of a 
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nigged soil and wintry sky ? Was it not for the enjoy¬ 
ment of our civil rights ? ^’as it not for liberty to 
worship God according t# our conscience?” 

“Call you this liberty of conscience?” interrupted a 
voice on the steps of the ineeting-hoiise. 

It was the Wanton Gospeller. A sad and quiet smile 
flitted across the mild visage of Roger Williams. liut 
Endicott, in the e.xcitement of the moment, shook his 
sword wrathfully at the culprit — an ominous gesture 
from a man like him. 

“What hiftt thou to do with conscience, thou knave?” 
crie^ he. “ 1 said liberty to worship God, not license to 
profane and ridicule him. llreak not in upon my speech; 
or I will lay thee neck and heels till thiftimc to-morrow! 
Hearken to me, friends, nor heed that accursed rhap- 
sodist. As 1 was s:ying, we have sacrificed all things, 
and have come to a land whereof the old world hath 
scarcely heard, that we might make a new world untft 
ourselves, and painfulK* seek a path from hence to 
heaven. But what think ye now? 'I'his son of a Scotch 
tyrant—this grandson of a Papistical and adulterous 
Scotch woman, whose death proved that a golden crown 
doth not always save an anointed head from the 
block-” 

“Nay, brother, nay,” interposed Mr. Williams; “thy 
words are not meet for a secret chamber, far less for*a 
public street.” 

“ Hold thy peace, Roger Williams ! ” answered En- 
dicot^ imp^iously. “My spirit is wiser than thine for 
business* now in hand. I tell ye, fellow-exiles, that 
Charles of England, and Laud, our bitterest persecutor, 
aSti-^riest of Canterbury, are resolute to pursue us even 
hither. They arc taking counsel, saith this letter, to 
send over a goverpor general, in whose breast shall be 
* deposited all the law and equity of the land. They are 
minded, also,*to establish the idolatrous forms of English 
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Episcopacy; so that, \Jicn Laud shall kiss the Pope’s 
toe, as cardinal of Rome, l*c may deliver New.England, 
bound hand and foot, into the novver of his master !” 

A deep groan from the auditors,—a sound of wrath, 
as well as fear and sorrow,—responded to this intelligenfe^ 
“Look ye to it, brethren,” resumed Endicott, with 
increasing energy. “ If this king and this arch-prelate 
have their will, we shall briefly behold a cross on the 
spire of this tabernacle which wc have builded, and a 
high altar within its walls, with wax tapers burning round 
it at noonday. We shall hear the sacringjjell, and the 
voices of the Romish priests saying the mass. • But 
think ye, Christian men, that these abominations may be 
suffered without *>1 sword drawn ? without a shot firt^ ? 
without blood spilt, yea, on the very stairs of the pulpit ? 
No,—be ye strong of hand, and stout of heart! Here 
we stand on our own soil, which we have bought with 
*ur goods, which we have won with our swords, which 
\jte have cleared with our axes, tA’hich we have tilled with 
the sweat of our brows, which we have sanctified with 
our prayers to the God that brought us hither! Who 
shall enslave us here? What have we to do with this 
mitred prelate,—w-ith this crowned king? What have 
we to do with England ” 

Endicott gazed round at the excited countenances 
of the people, now full of his own spirit, and then 
turned suddenly to the standaid bearer, who stood close 
behind him. 

“ Officer, lower your banner 1 ” said he. 

The officer obeyed; and, brandishing, nis swovtT, 
Endicott thrust it through the cloth, and, with his left 
hand, rent the Red Cross completely out of the IXznftAsr. 
He then waved the tattered ensign above his head. 

“ Sacrilegious wretch! *’ cried the high-churchman in 
the pillory, unable longer to restrsfm himself; “ihoa 
hast rejected the symbol of our holy religion ! ” 
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“Treason, treason !” roared tj^e royalist in the stocks. 
“ He hath defaced the King’s^banncr ! ” 

“ Before God and nia^, I will avouch the deed,” an¬ 
swered Erwdicolt. “ Heat a flourish, drummer !—shout, 
soldiers and people !—in honor of the cnsi^jn of New 
tmgland. Neilhcr Pope nor TyraiU hath part in it 
now ! ” 

With a cry of triumph, the people gave their saiu tion 
to one of the boldest exploits which our history records. 
And, forever honored be the name of lindicott! We 
look back through the mist of ages, and recognize, in the 
rencyng of tSe Red Cross from New England’s banner, 
the first omen of that deliverance which our fathers con- 
sufnmated, after the bones of the stcrn«l’uiitan had lain 
more than <a century in the dust. 
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THE LILY’S QUEST. 


AN AI’OLOGUE. 

Two lovers, once upon a time, had planned a little 
summer house, in the form of an antique tAnplc, which 
it was their purpose to consecrate to all mannA of 
refined and innocent enjoyments. There they would 
hold pleasant iiitcrcourse with one another, and tTic 
circle of their familiar friends ; there they would give 
festivals of delicious fruit ; there they would hear light¬ 
some music, intermingled with the strains of pathos 
'fthich make joy more sweet ; there they would read 
poetry and fiction, and permit their own minds to flit 
avay in daydreams and romance ; there, in short—for 
why should we shape out the vague sunshine of their 
hopes ?—there all pure delights were to cluster like roses 
among the pillars of the edifice, and blossom ever new 
and spontaneously. So, one brce^y and cloudless after¬ 
noon, Adam Forrester and Lilias Fay set out upon a 
ramble over the wide estate which they were to possess 
together, seeking a proper site for their Temple of 
happiness. They were themselves a fair and happy 
spectacle, fit priest and priestess for suefc a shrine; 
although, making poetry of the pretty name of Lili($; 
Adam Forrester was wont to call her Lily, because her 
form was as fragile, and her cheek almost as pale. ** ** 
As they passed, hand in hand, down the avenue of 
drooping elms, that led from the pt^rtal of Lilias Fay's 
paternal mansion, they seemed to glance like winged' 
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creatures through the strips sunshine, and to scatter 
brightness where the deep^hadows fell. Hut, setting 
forth at flic same lime \jith this youthful pair, there was 
a dismal /igurc, wrapped in a black velvet cloak that 
might have been made of a coftin jiall, and with a sombre 
hat, such as mourners wear, drooping its broad brim over 
his heavy brows. Glancing behind them, the lovers well 
knew who it was that followed, but wished from their 
hearts that he had been elsewhere, as being a companion 
so strangely unsuited to their joyous errand. It was a 
near relativj of Lilias Fay, .in oUl man by the name of 
Winter Gascoigne, who h.ul long l.ibored umlcr the 
burden of a mcl.tntholy spirit, which was sometimes 
iwaddcncd into absolute ins.inity, .ind •Iw.iys h.ad .a tinge 
of it. What a contrast between the young pilgrims of 
bliss and their unbiildcn assoriaic I '1 hey looked as if 
moulded of 1 Icaven’assunshinc, .ind he of earth’s gloomiest 
shade; they flitted along like llc.pc and joy, roamiqg 
hand in hand through ^fc ; while his darksome figure 
stalked behind, a type of all the woful influences which 
life could fling upon them. Hut the three had not gone 
far, when they reached a spot that pleased the gentle 
Lily, and she paused. 

“What sweeter place shall we find than this.*” said 
she. “ Why should we seek farther for the site of our 
Temple ? " 

It was indeed a delightful spot of earth, though undis¬ 
tinguished by any very prominent Ixtautics, being merely 
a nook in the shelter of a hill, with the prospect of a 
•mstaat lakB in one direction, and of a church spire in 
another, "ntere were visus and pathways, leading on- 
im:4itod onward into the green woodlands, and vanish¬ 
ing away in the glimmering shade. The Temple, it 
erected here, would look towards the west; so that 
the lovers could Ihape all sorts of magnificent dreams 
out of the pitfple, violet, and gold of the sunset sky; and 
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few of their anticipated pleasures were dearer than this 
sport of fantasy. 

“Yes,” said Adam . uncsicy, - we mignt seek all 
day, and find no lovelier spot. We will 4}uild our 
Temple here.” 

But their sad old companion, who h*d taken his 
stand on the very site which they proposed to cover 
with a marble floor, shook his head and frowned; 
and the young man and the Lily deemed it almost 
enough to blight the spot, and desecrate it for their 
airy Temple, that his dismal figure had,thrown its 
shadow there. He pointed to some scattered sto«es, 
the remnants of a former structure, and to flowers 
such as young glls delight to nurse in their garden?, 
but which had now relapsed into the wild simplicity 
of nature. 

“ Not here ! ” cried old Walter Gascoigne. “ Here, 
Icpig ago, other mortals built their Temple of Happiness. 
Seek another site for yours ! ” 

*“ What! ” exclaimed Lilias Fay. “Have any ever 
pldnned such a Temple save ourselves ? " 

“Poor child 1” said her gloomy kinsman. “In one 
shape or other every mortal has dreamed your dream.” 

Then he told the lovers, how—not, indeed an antique 
Temple—but a dwelling had once stood there, and that 
a dark-clad guest had dwelt among its inmates, sitting 
forever at the fireside, and poisoning all their household 
niirth. Under this type, Adam Forrester and Lilias 
saw that the old man spake of Sorrow. He told of 
nothing that might not be recorded in th# history oS« 
almost every household; and yet his hearers*felt as it no ' 
sunshine ought to fall upon a spot where human soef 
had left so deep a stain ; or, at least, that no joyous 
Temple should be built there. 

“ This is very sad,” said the Lily, si|*hing. 

“ Well, there are lovelier spots than thiS;” said Adam 
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Forrester, soothingly — “spot?, which sorrow has not 
blighted." 

So they hastened away, and the melancholy Gascoigne 
followed »hem, looking as if he had gathered up all the 
^loom of the deserted spot, and was bearing it as a 
burden of inestimable treasure. Hut still they r.ambled 
on, and soon found themselves in a rocky dell, through 
the midst of which ran a strc.amlet, with ripple and foam, 
and a continual voice of inarticulate joy. It was .a wild 
retreat, walled on either side with gray precipices, which 
would hav<^ frowned somewhat too sternly, h.id not a 
proiusion of green shrubbery rooted itself into their 
crevices, and wreathed gl.idsomc foliage around their 
sftlemn brows. Hut the chief joy of itie <Icll was in the 
little stream, which seemed like the presence of a blissful 
child, with nothing earthly to do, save to b.ibble merrily 
and disport itself, artd make every living soul its play¬ 
fellow, and throw the sunny gleams of its spirit upim 
all. 

“ Here, here is the spot I ” cried the two lovers with 
one voice, as they reached a level space on the brink 
of a small cascade. “ This glen was made on purpose 
for our Temple ! ” 

“And the glad song of the brook will be always in 
our ears,” said Lilias Fay. 

“And its long melody shall sing the bliss of our life¬ 
time," said Adam Forrester. 

“ Ye must build no Temple here 1 ” murmured thci'r 
dismal companion. 

•,^n€ the^ again was the old lunatic, standing just 
' dn the spot* where they meant to rear their lightsome 
and looking like the embodied symbol of some 
great woe, that, in forgotten days, had happened there. 
And, alas! there had been woe, nor that alone. A 
young man, more? than a hundred years before, had 
lured hither ^a girl that loved biro, and on this spot 
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had murdered her, and,-washed his bloody hands in 
the stream which sung so merrily. And ever since, 
the victims death shrieks wen* often heard to echo 
between the cliffs. 

“And see ! ” cried old Gascoigne, “ is the stream yqt 
pure from the stain of the murderer’s hand^? ” 

“ Methinks it has a tinge of blood,” faintly answered 
the Lily; and, being as slight as the gossamer, she 
trembled and clung to her lover’s arm, whispering, “ let 
us flee from this dreadful vale ! ” 

“ Come, then,” said Adam Forrester, as cl^eerily as he 
could ; “ we shall soon find a happier spot.” f 

They set forth again, young Pilgrims on that quest 
which millions—fllhich every child of Earth—has tridd 
in turn. And were the Lily and her lover to be more 
fortunate than all those millions ? For a long time it 
seemed not so. The dismal shape bf the old lunatic still 
glided behind them ; and for every spot that looked 
lovely in their eyes, he had som»j legend of human wrong 
or suffering, so miserably s.ad, that his auditors could 
never afterwards connect the idea of joy with the place 
where it had happened. Here, a heart-broken woman, 
kneeling to her child, had been spurned from his feet; 
here, a desolate old creature had prayed to the evil 
one, and had received a fiendish malignity of soul in 
artswer to her prayer ; here, a new-born infant, sweet 
blossom of life, had been found dead, with the impress of 
its mother’s fingers round its throat; and here, under a 
shattered oak, two lovers had been stricken ^y lightning, 
and fell blackened corpses in each other’s^ arms.*' TJ*2 
dreary Gascoigne had a gift to know whatever evil 
and lamentable thing had stained the bosom of Mwtiier 
Earth ; and when his funereal voice had told the tale 
it appeared like a prophecy of future woe, as well as 
a tradition of the past. And now, by ttieir sad demeanor, 
you would have fancied that the pilgrim lovers were 



The Li/ys Quest. aiS 

seeking, not a temple of car^ily joy, but a tomb for 
themsclv^es anti their posterii^t. 

“Where in this worVi,” exclaimed Adam Forrester, 
despondiiigly, “shall we build our Temple of Happi¬ 
ness ? ” 

“Where itt this world, indeed ! ” repealed Lilias Fay: 
and being faint and weary, the more so by the heaviness 
of her heart, the Lily drooped her head and sat down on 
the summit of a knoll, repeating, “ Where in this world 
shall we build our Temple ? ” 

“Ah! h.vc you already asked yourselves that ques- 
tioi*?” said their comijanion, his shadctl features grow¬ 
ing even gloomier with the smile that dwell on them ; 
‘\ct there is a place, even in this woWd, where ye may 
build it.” 

While the old man spoke, Adam Forrester and Lilias 
had carelessly throvfn their eyes around, and perceived 
that the spot where they had chanced to pause possessed 
a quiet charm, which w«s well enough adapted to ihyii 
present mood of mind. It was a small rise of ground, 
with a certain regularity of shape, that had perhaps been 
bestowed by art ; and a group of trees, which almost 
surrounded it, threw their pensive shadows across and 
far beyond, although some softened glory of the sunshine 
found its way there. The ancestral mansion, wherein 
the lovers would dwell together, appeared on one side, 
and the ivied church, where they were to worship, on 
another. Happening to cast their eyes on the ground, 
they smiled, yet with a sense of wonder, to see that a 
^le^ily wJs growing at their feet. 

• “We will build our Temple here,” said they, simul- 
iMMOusIy, and with an indescribable conviction, that 
they had at last found the very spot. 

Yet, while they uttered this exclamation, the young 
man and the Lily burned an apprehensive glance at their 
dreary associate, deeming it hardly possible that some 
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tale of earthly affliction should not make those precincts 
loathsome, as in every former case. The old man stood 
just behind them, so as to forii) the chief figure in the 
group, with his sable cloak muffling the lower part of his 
visage, and his sombre hat overshadowing his browf. 
But he gave no word of dissent from their purpose; 
and an inscrutable smile was accepted by the lovers as a 
token that here had been no footprint of guilt or sorrow 
to desecrate the site of their Temple of Happiness. 

In a little time longer, while summer was still in its 
prime, the fairy structure of the Temple afose on the 
summit of the knoll, amid the solemn shadows ofothe 
trees, yet often gladdened with bright sunshine. It was 
built of white m.'\rble, with slender and graceful pilla;^, 
supporting a vaulted dome; and beneath the centre of 
this dome, upon a pedestal, was a slab of dark-veined 
marble, on which books and music might be strewn. 
But there was a fantasy among the people of the neighbor¬ 
hood, that the edifice was planned after an ancient 
lYfausoleum, and was intended for a tomb, and that the 
central slab of dark-veined marble was to be inscribed 
with the names of buried ones. They doubted, too, 
whether the form of Lilias Fay could appertain to a 
creature of this earth, being so very delicate, and grow¬ 
ing every day more fragile, so that she looked as if the 
summer breeze should snatch her up, and waft her 
heavenward. But still she watched the daily growth of 
the Temple; and so did old Walter Gascoigne, who now 
made that spot his continual haunt, leaning whole hours 
together on his staff, and giving as deep attefition fo thw 
work as though it had been indeed a tomb. In due* 
time it was finished, and a day appointed for a siatple 
rite of dedication. 

On the preceding evening, after Adam Forrester had 
taken leave of his mistress, he looked*-back towards the 
portal of her dwelling, and felt a strange thrill of fear; 
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for he imagined that, as the set^ng sunbeams faded from 
her figure, she was exhaling ^way, and that something of 
her ethefeal substance ^as withdrawn with each lessen¬ 
ing gleam.of light. With his farewell glance, a shadow 
had fallen over the portal, and Lilias was invisible. His 
•fSreboding spirit deemed it an omen at the time ; and so 
it proved ; for the sweet earthly form, by which the Lily 
had been manifested to the world, was found lifeless, the 
next morning, in the Temple, with her head resting on 
her arms, which were folded upon the slab of dark-veined 
marble. The chill winds of the earth had long since 
breathed a blight into this beautiful flower, so that a 
loving hand had now transplanted it, to blossom brightly 
ilk the garden of Paradise. 

Put alas, for the Temple of 1 lappiness! In his unutter¬ 
able grief, Adam Torrestcr had no purpose more at heart 
than to convert thf* Temple of many delightful hopes 
into a tomb, and bury his dead mistress there. And l(kt 
a wonder! Digging grave bcne.ath the Temple’s 
^ilarble floor, the sexton found no virgin earth, such as 
was meet to receive the maiden’s dust, but an ancidht 
sepulchre, in which were treasured up the bones of 
generations that had died long .ago. Among those 
forgotten ancestors was the Lily to be laid. And when 
the funeral procession brought Lilias thither in her coffin, 
they beheld old Walter Gascoigne standing beneath tjic 
dome of the Temple, with his cloak of pall, and face of 
darkest gloom ; and wherever that figure might take its 
stand, the spot would seem a sepulchre. He watched 
4 jie mnurneft as they lowered the coffin down. 

• “And so,’*said he to Adam Forrester, with the strange 
i** which his insanity was wont to gleam forth, 
“ you have found no better foundation for your happiness 
than on a grave I ” 

But as the Shaiow of Affliction spoke, a vision of 
Hope and Jqy had its birth in Adam’s mind, even from 
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the old man’s taunting ^ords ; for then he knew what 
was betokened by the payable in which the Lily and 
himself had acted ; and the m»jstery of Life and Death 
was opened to him. 

“Joyl joy!” he cried, throwing his arms towards 
Heaven, “ on a grave be the site of our 'Temple ; and 
now our happiness is for Eternity I ” 

With those words, a ray of sunshine broke through the 
dismal sky, and glimmered down into the sepulchre; 
while, at the same moment, the shape of old Walter 
Gascoigne stalked drearily away, becauseu his gloom, 
symbolic of all earthly sorrow, might no longer abide 
there, now that the darkest riddle of humanity was 
read. 



FOOTPRINTS ON THE SEA SHORE. 


It must be a spirit nuich unlike my own, vvliich c.an 
keep itself in health .and vigor without sometimes steal¬ 
ing from the sultry sunshine of the world, to plunge into 
the cool b;yh of solitude. At intervals, and not in- 
frccficnt ones, the forest and the ocean summon me— 
one with the roar of its waves, the other with the murmur 
of its boughs—forth from the hauntt*of men. Hut I 
must wander many a mile, ere 1 could stand beneath 
the shadow of even one primeval tree, much less be lost 
among the multitude of hoary trunks, and hidden from 
earth and sky by the mystery of darksome foliag*. 
Nothing is within my «laily reach more like a forest 
than the acre or two of woodland near some suburban 
farm-house. When, therefore, the yearning for scclusi&n 
becomes a necessity within me, 1 am drawn to the sea 
shore, which extends its line of rude rocks and seldom 
trodden sands for leagues around our bay. Setting 
forth at my last ramble, on a September morning, I 
bound myself with a hermit’s vow to interchange 410 
thoughts with man or woman, to share no social plea¬ 
sure, but to derive all that day’s enjoyment from shore, 
and sea, and sky,—from my soul’s communion with 
•sljestfJ and^rom fantasies, and recollections, or antici- 
t>ated realities. Surely here is enough to feed a human 
s^oil for a single day. Farewell, then, busy world! 
Till your evening lights shall shine along the street,— 
till they gleam upon my sea-flushed face, as I tread 
homeward,—free me from your ties, and let me be a 
peaceful outkw. 
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Highways and cross fiaths are hastily traversed, and, 
clambering down a crag, I find myself at the extremity 
of a long beach. How gladly does the spirit leap forth, 
and suddenly enlarge its sense of being to thtffull extent 
of the broad, blue, sunny deep! A greeting and.% 
homage to the Sea ! I descend over itf margin, and 
dip my hand into the wave that meets me, and bathe 
my brow. That far-resounding roar is Ocean’s voice of 
welcome. His salt breath brings a blessing along with 
it. Now let us pace together—the reader’s fancy arm in 
arm with mine—this noble beach, which extends a mile 
or more from that craggy promontory to yonder ranfpart 
of broken rocks. In front, the sea ; in the rear, a preci¬ 
pitous bank, the grassy verge of which is breaking awiy, 
year after year, and flings down its tufts of verdure upon 
the barrenness below. The beach itself is a broad space 
of sand, brown and sparkling, with hardly any pebbles 
ijjtermixed. Near the water’s edge there is a wet mar- 
^n, which glistens brightly in he sunshine, and reflects 
objects like a mirror ; and as we tread along the glisten¬ 
ing border, a dry spot flashes around each footstep, but 
grows moist again, as we lift our feet. In some spots, 
the sand receives a complete impression of the sole— 
square toe and all; elsewhere it is of such marble firm¬ 
ness, that we must stamp heavily to leave a print even 
of,the iron-shod heel. Along the whole of this extensive 
beach gambols the surf wave; now it makes a feint of 
dashing onward in a fury, yet dies away with a meek 
murmur, and does but kiss the strand ; now, after many 
Such abortive efforts, it rears itself up in an unbroken* 
line, heightening as it advances, without a speck of foatA 
on its green crest. With how fierce a roar it flings 
forward, and rushes far up the beach ! 

As I threw n\y eyes along the edge of the surf, I 
remember that I was startled, as Robinson Crusoe might, 
have been, by the sense that human life was within the 
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magic circle of my solitude. ^Afar off in the remote 
distance of the beach, appearing like sea nymphs or 
some airfer things, such ^ might tre.id upon the feathery 
spray, wa^a group of girls, thirdly had 1 beheld them, 
when they passed into the shadow of the rocks and 
Vanished. Tn comfort myself—for truly I w'ould fain 
have gazed a while longer—1 made acquaintance with a 
flock of beach birds. These little citizens of the sea and 
air preceded me by .about a stone’s throw along the 
strand, seeking, 1 suppose, for food iqion its margin. 
Yet, with a ^jhilosophy which mankind would do well to 
imitate, they drew a continual pleasure from their toil 
for a subsistence. The sea was ca< h little bird’s great 
pluymate. They chased it downward #s it swept back, 
and again ran up swiftly before the imjiending wave, 
which sometimes overtook them and bore them off their 
feet. Hut they floated as lightly as one of their own 
feathers on the breaking crest. In their airy fluttering^ 
they seemed to rest on^ the evanescent spray. Their 
images,— long-legged little figures, with gr.ay backs anTl 
snowy bosoms,—were seen as distinctly as the realities 
in the mirror of the glistening strand. As 1 advanced, 
they flew a score or two of yards, and, again alighting, 
recommenced their dalliance with the surf wave; and 
thus they bore me company along the beach, the types 
of pleasant fantasies, till, at its extremity, they took wipg 
over the ocean, and were gone. After forming a friend¬ 
ship with these small surf spirits, it is really worth a sigh, 
to find no memorial of-them, save their multitudinous 
i^ttle tracks ^n the sand. 

•\vhen we‘have paced the length of the beach, it is 
p^^^l^nt, and not unprofitable, to retrace our steps, and 
recall the whole mood and occupation of the mind during 
the former passage. Our tracks, being all discernible, 
will guide us with*an observing consciousness through 
every unconscious wandering of thought and fancy. 
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Here we followed the surf in its reflux, to pick up a shell 
which the sea seemed lo^h to relinquish. Here we found 
a seaweed, with an immense brown leaf) and’trailed it 
behind us by its long snake-like stalk. Her? we seized 
a live horseshoe by the tail, and counted the many 
claws of the queer monster. Here we dug into the santf 
for pebbles, and skipped them upon the surface of the 
water. Here we wet our feet while examining a jelly 
fish, which the waves, having just tossed it up, now 
sought to snatch away again. Here we trod along the 
brink of a fresh-water brooklet, which flows across the 
beach, becoming shallower and more shallow, till at^last 
it sinks into the sand, and perishes in the effort to bear 
its little tribute tp the main. Here some vagary apperrs 
to have bewildered us ; for our tracks go round and 
round, and are confusedly intermingled, as if we had 
found a labyrinth upon the level beach. And here, amid 
pur idle pastime, we sat down upon almost the only stone 
that breaks the surface of the ".and, and were lost in an 
unlooked-for and overpowering conception of the majesty 
ahd awfulness of the great deep. Thus, by tracking our 
footprints in the sand, we track our own nature in its 
wayward course, and steal a glance upon it, when it 
never dreams of being so observed. Such glances always 
make us wiser. 

This extensive beach affords room for another pleasant 
pastime. With your staff you may write verses—love 
verses, if they please you best—and consecrate them with 
a woman’s name. Here, too, may be inscribed thoughts, 
feelings, desires, warm outgushings from*- the heartjf 
secret places, which you would not pour upon the sand 
without the certainty that, almost ere the sky has Iqpj^d 
upon them, the sea will wash them out. Stir not hence 
till the Record be effaced. Now—for there is room 
enough on your canvas—draw huge Vaces—huge as that 
of the Sphinx on Egyptian sands—and fit them with 
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bodies of corresponding immensity, and legs which 
might stride half way to y^nSer island. Child’s play 
becomes Magnificent on |o grand a scale. But, after all, 
the most fascinating employment is simply to write your 
name in the sand. Draw the letters gigantic, so that 
^wo strides may barely measure them, and three for the 
long strokes 1 Cut deep, that the record may be per¬ 
manent ! Statesmen and warriors, and poets, have spent 
their strength in no better cause than this. Is it 
accomplished? Return, then, in an hour or two, and 
seek for this mighty record of a name, 'flic sea will 
hav^ swept over it, even as time rolls its effacing waves 
over the names of statesmen, and warriors, and poets, 
fkark, the surf wave laughs at you ! 

Passing from the beach, I begin to clamber over the 
crags, making my difficult way among the ruins of a 
rampart, shattered and broken by the assaults of a fierce 
enemy. The rocks rise in every variety of attitude^ 
some of them have thfir feet in the foam, and are 
shagged half way upward with seaweed ; some have been 
hollowed almost into caverns by the unwearied toil of 
the sea, which can afford to spend centuries in wearing 
away a rock, or even polishing a pebble. One huge rock 
ascends in monumental shape, with a face like a giant’s 
tombstone, on which the veins resemble inscriptions, but 
in an unknown tongue. We will fancy them the forgotten 
characters of an antediluvian race ; or else that Nature’s 
own hand has here recorded a mystery, which, could I 
read her language, would make m.-inkind the wiser and 
»|ie happier.* How many a thing has troubled me with 
that same IBea I Pass on, and leave it unexplained. 

is a narrow avenue, which might seem to have 
been hewn through the very heart of an enormous crag, 
affording passage for the rising sea to thunder back and 
forth, filling it witft tumultuous foam, and then leaving 
‘its floor of mack pebbles bare and glistening. In this 
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chasm there was once ^an intersecting vein of softer 
stone, which the waves h^ve gnawed away piecemeal, 
while the granite walls remaifi entire on either side. 
How sharply, and with what harsh clamor, does the sea 
rake back the' pebbles, as it momentarily withdraws into 
its own depths 1 At intervals, the floor of the chasm is 
left nearly dry; but anon, at the outlet, two or three great 
waves are seen struggling to get in at once ; two hit the 
walls athwart, while one rushes straight through, and all 
three thunder, as if with rage and triumph. They heap 
the chasm with a snow drift of foam and spray. While 
watching this scene, I can never rid myself of the ,’dea, 
that a monster, endowed with life and fierce energy, is 
striving to burst }'is way through the narrow pass. And 
what a contrast, to look through the stormy chasm, and 
catch a glimpse of the calm bright sea beyond ! 

Many interesting discoveries may be made among 
t,hese broken clififs. Once, for example, I found a dead 
seal, which a recent tempest had tossed into the nook of 
the rocks, where his shaggy carcass lay rolled in a heap 
ol eel grass, as if the sea monster sought to hide himself 
from my eye. Another time, a shark seemed on the 
point of leaping from the surf to swallow me ; nor did I, 
wholly without dread, approach near enough to ascertain 
that the maneater had already met his own death from 
some fishermen in the bay. In the same ramble, I 
encountered a bird—a large gray bird—but whether a 
loon, or a wild goose, or the identical albatross of the 
Ancient Mariner, was beyond my ornithology to decide. 
It reposed so naturally on a bed of dry seavfhed, with itc 
head beside its wing, that 1 almost fancied* it alive, anil 
trod softly lest it should suddenly spread its wing^^Jsy- 
ward. But the sea bird would soar among the clouds no 
more, nor ride upon its native waves ; so I drew near, 
and pulled out one of its mottled 'tail feathers for a 
remembrance. Another day, I discovered an immense 
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bone, wcdij'eci into a chasm of jthe rocks ; it was at least 
ten feet long, curved like^a cimeter, bejewelled with 
barnacled and small sh<^l-fish, and partly covered with a 
growth of seawcetl. Some leviathan of some former 
ages had used this ponderous mass as a jawbone. 
Curiosities of a minuter order may be observed in a 
deep reservoir, which is replenisheti with water at every 
tide, but becomes a lake among the crags, save when the 
sea is at its height. At the bottom of this rocky basin 
grow marine plants, some of which tower high beneath 
the water, and cast a shadow in the sunshine. .Sin.ill 
hshgs dart ?o and fro, and hide themselves among the 
seaweed ; there is also .a solitary crab, who appears to 
loftd the life of a hermit, communing*with none of the 
others denizens of the place ; and likewise several five- 
fingers—for I know no other name than that which 
children give them.* If your imagination be at all 
accustomed to such freaks, you may look down into tlic 
depths of this pool, and (ancy it the mysterious depth j^f 
ocean. But where arc the hulks and scattered timbers 
of sunken ships t —where the treasures that old Ocean 
hoards ? — where the corroded cannon ? — where the 
corpses and skeletons of seamen who went down in 
storm and battle? 

On the day of my last ramble (it was a September 
day, yet as warm as summer), what should I behold at I 
approached the above described basin but three girls 
* sitting on its margin, and—yes, it is veritably so—laving 
their snowy feet in the sunny water 1 These, these are 
^Je wafm r^lilies of those three visionary shapes that 
fktted from ifte on the beach. Hark I their merry voices, 
as^yjfy toss up the water with their feet! They have 
not seen me. I must shrink behind this rock, and steal 
away again. 

In honest truth, *vowed to solitude as I am, there is 
Isomething in .this encounter that makes the heart flutter 
15 12 
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with a strangely pleasant ^sensation. I know these girls 
to be realities of flesh and Jalood, yet, glancing at them 
so briefly, they mingle like kindred creatures with the 
ideal beings of my mind. It is pleasant, likewise, to 
gaze down from some high crag, and watch a group of 
children, gathering pebbles and pearly shells, and play¬ 
ing with the surf as with old Ocean’s hoary beard. Nor 
does it infringe upon my seclusion, to see yonder boat 
at anchor off the shore, swinging dreamily to and fro, 
and rising and sinking with the alternate swell; while 
the crew—four gentlemen, in roundabout jackets—are 
busy with their fishing lines. But, with an in\^^rd 
antipathy and a headlong flight, do I eschew the pres¬ 
ence of any med'tative stroller like myself, known by 
his pilgrim staff, his sauntering step, his shy demeanor, 
his observant yet abstracted eye. From such a man, as 
if another self had scared me, I stramble hastily over 
the rocks, and take refuge in a nook which many a 
secret hour has given me a r'ght to call my own. I 
would do battle for it even with the churl that should 
produce the title deeds. Have not my musings melted 
into its rocky walls and sandy floor, and made them a 
portion of myself? 

It is a recess in the line of cliffs, walled round by a 
rough, high precipice, which almost encircles and shuts 
'in-a little space of sand. In front, the sea appears as 
between the pillars of a portal. In the rear, the preci¬ 
pice is broken and intermixed with earth, which gives 
nourishment not only to clinging and twining shrubs, 
but to trees,- that gripe the rock with their flaked coo^« 
and seem to struggle hard for footing and for soil enougH 
to live upon. These are fir trees; but oaks hang ^qjr 
heavy branches fi-om above, and throw down acorns on 
the beach, and shed their withering foliage upon the 
waves. At this autumnal season, the precipice is decked 
with variegated splendor; trailing wreaths of scarlet * 
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flaunt from the summit do^-nward; tufts of yellow- 
flowering shrubs, and rosey bushes with their reddened 
leaves and glossy seedtijcrrics, sprout from each crevice; 
at ever)* glance I detect some new light or shade of 
Jjcauty, all contrasting with the stern, gray rock. A rill 
of water tritrkles down the clitf and fills a little cistern 
near the base. I drain it .at .a draught, and find it fresh 
and pure. This recess shall be my dining h.all. And 
what the fc.ast ? A few biscuits, m.adc s.avory by so.ak- 
ing them in sea water, a tuft of samphire gathered from 
the beach, jind an apple for the dessert. liy this time, 
th# little rill has tilled its reservoir again ; anti, as I 
ciuafT it, I thank God more heartily than for ,a civic 
fcanipiet, th.at lie gives me the healthffti appetite to make 
a fe.ast of bread and w.atcr. 

Dinner being over, 1 throw myself at length upon the 
sand, and, basking Tn the sunshine, let my mind disport 
itself .at will. The w.alls of this my hermitage have no 
tongue to tell my follicsf though I sometimes fancy tl^t 
they h.ave ears to hear them, and a soul to sympathjze. 
Thwe is a magic in this spot. Dreams htiunt its pre¬ 
cincts, and flit around me in bro.id sunlight, nor require 
that sleep shall blindfold me to real objects, ere these be 
visible. Here can I frame a story of two lovers, and 
make their shadows live l>efore me, .and be mirrored in 
the tranquil water, as they tread along the sand, leatin;^ 
no footprints. Here, should 1 will it, I can summon up 
a single shade, and be myself her lover. Yes, dreamer,— 
but your lonely heart will be the colder for such fancies. 
•§on1btime^ too, the Past comes back, and finds me here, 
*and in her train come faces which were gladsome when 
t teiew them, yet seem not gladsome now. Would that 
my hiding-place were lonelier, so that the past might not 
find me 1 Get ye all gone, old friends, and let me listen 
to the murmur of the sea,—a melancholy voice, but less 
sad than yvurs. Of what mysteries is it telling? Of 
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sunken ships, and whereabouts they lie? Of islands 
afar and undiscovered, whose, tawny children are uncon¬ 
scious of other islands and of continents, and deem the 
stars o/ heaven their nearest neighbors? Notliing of all 
this. What then? Mas it talked for so many ages, and_^ 
meant notliing all fhcwliile? IS'o ; for thoue ages find 
utterance in the sea’s unchanging voice, and warn the 
listener to withdraw his interest from mortal vicissitudes, 
and let the infinite idea of eternity pervade his soul. 
'I'his is wisdom ; and, therefore, will I spend the next 
half hour in shaping little boats of tlriftwood, tjnd launch¬ 
ing them on voyages across the co\c, with the fcathcr,.of 
a seagull for a sail. If the voice of ages tell me true, 
this is as wise annoccupation as to build ships of fivty 
hundred tons, and launch them forth upon the main, 
bound to “far Cathay.” Vet, how would the merchant 
sneer at me ! 

,fVnd, after all, can such philosophy uC true? Methinks 
I coidd find a thousand arguingnts against it. Well, 
th?n , let yonder shaggy rock, mid-deep in the surf—see! 
he Is somewhat wrathful,— he rages and roars and foams 
—let that tall rock be my antagonist, and let me exercise 
my oratory like him of Athens, who bandied words with 
an angry sea and got the victory. My maiden speech is 
a triumphant one ; for the gentleman in seaweed has 
'iiothing to offer in reply, save an immitigable roaring. 
His voice, indeed, will be heard a long while after mine 
is hushed. Once more I shout, and the cliffs reverberate 
the sound. O, what joy for a shy man to feel himself so 
solitary, that he may lift his voice to its hi|:hest jritch 
without hazard of a listener 1 But hush 1—b^ silent, my 
good friend 1—whence comes that stiffed laughter ? ^|, 
was musical, — but how should there be such music in 
my solitude? Looking upwards, I catch a glimpse of 
three faces, peeping from the summit^ of the cliff, like 
angels between me and their native sky. .^h, fair girls. 
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you may make yourselves moyry at my eloquence,—but it 
was my turn to smile whep I saw your white feet in lhe_ 
pool I Let us keep cafh other’s secrets. 

The sunshine has now passed from my hermitage, 
except a gleam upon the sand just where it meets the 
sea. A ct^wd of gloomy fantasies will come and haunt 
me, if I tarry longer here, in the darkening twilight of 
these gray rocks. This is a dismal place in some moods 
of the mind. Climb we, therefore, the precipice, and 
pause a moment on the brink, gazing down into that 
hollow ch%mber by the deep where we have been, what 
fe^ can be, siifiicient to our own ]).istimc— yes, say the 
word ovitright ; - self '.uliii ient to our own happiness. 
•I low lonesome looks the recess no\\t( and dreary too - 
like all other spots where happiness b.is been ! There 
lies my sh.adow in the departing sunshine with its hcarl 
upon the sea. 1 wRl pelt it with ]rebbles. A hit ! a hit! 

I clap my hands in triumph, and sec ! my shadow clap¬ 
ping its unreal hands, .'#nl claiming the triumph for ils^f. 
W’hat a simpleton must I have been all day, since ,my 
own shiidow makes a mock of my fooleries ! 

Homeward ! homeward 1 It is time to hasten home. 
It is time ; it is time ; for as the sun sinks over the 
western wave, the sea grows melancholy, and the surf 
has a saddened tone. 'I'hc distant sails appear astray, 
and not of earth, in their remoteness amid the desslale* 
waste. My spirit wanders forth afar, but finds no 
resting-place, and comes shivering back. It is time 
that 1 were hence. Hut grudge me not the day that 
Jias^ecn ^ent in seclusion, which yet was not solitude, 
since the great sea has been my companion, and the 
liKle sea birds my friends, and the wind has told me 
his secrets, and airy shapes have flitted around me in 
my hermitage. ^Such companionship works an efifcct 
upon a man’s character, as if he had been admitted to 
the society p{ creatures that are not mortal. And when. 
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at noontide, I tread the cr(j,wded streets, the influence of 
this day will still be felt; so^ that I shall walk among 
men kindly and as a brother, with atlfection and sympathy, 
but yet shalhnot melt into the indistinguishable, mass of 
humankind. I shall think my own thoughts, and fcel^ 
my own emotions, and possess my individuality un- 
violatcd. 

But it is good, at the eve of such a day, to feel and 
know that there are men and women in the world. That 
feeling and that knowledge are mine at this moment; 
for, on the shore, far below me, the fishing party have 
landed from their skiff, and are cooking their scaly pr^y 
by a tire of driftwood, kindled in the angle of two rude 
rocks. The three ■/'isionary girls are likewise there. In* 
the deepening twilight, while the surf is dashed near 
their hearth, the ruddy gleam of the fire throws a strange 
air of comfort over the wild cove, bestrewn as it is with 
pabbles and seaweed, and exposed to the “ melancholy 
main.” Moreover, as the smokee:limbs up the precipice, 
it orings with it a savory smell from a pan of fried fish, 
and a black kettle of chowder, and reminds me that my 
dinner was nothing but bread and water, and a tuft of 
samphire, and .an apple. Methinks the p.arty might 
find room for another guest, at that flat rock which 
serves them for a table; and if spoons be scarce, I could 
' pick- up a clamshell on the beach. They see me now; 
and—the blessing of a hungry man upon him !—one of 
them sends up a hospitable shout—h.alloo. Sir Solitary ! 
come down and sup with us! The ladies wave their 
handkerchiefs. Can I decline ? No; and W! it okwed^ 
after all my solitary joys, that this is tlie sweetbst moment 
of a Day by the Sea Shore. 
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There is hardly a more difficult exercise of fancy, 
than, while gazing at a figure of melancholy age, to 
re-crcate .jts youth, and, without entirely obliterating 
thp identity of form and features, to restore those graces 
which time has snatched away. Some old people, 
•especially women, so age-worn arrf woful are they, 
seem never to have been young and g.iy. It is easier to 
conceive that such gloomy phantoms were sent into the 
world as withered Snd decrepit as we behold them now, 
with sympathies only for pain and grief, to watch., at 
death beds, and wccf at funerals. Even the sable 
garments of their widowhood appear essential to tlicir 
existence; all their attributes combine to render them 
darksome shadows, creeping strangely amid the sunshine 
of human life. Yet it is no unprofitable task, to take 
one of these doleful creatures, and set fancy resolutely at 
work to brighten the dim eye, and darken the silvery 
locks, and paint the ashen check with rose color^ aird 
repair the shrunken and crazy form, till a dewy maiden 
shall be seen in the old matron’s elbow chair. The 
miracle being wrought, then let the years roll back 
agiiin, each sadder than the last, and the whole weight of 
age and borrow settle down upon the youthful figure, 
.^inkles and furrows, the handw'riting of Time, may 
thus be deciphered, and found to contain deep lessons of 
thought and feeling. Such profit might be derived by a 
skilful obscrvei^ from my much-respected friend, the 
Widow Tpothaker, a nurse of great repute, who has 
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breathed the atmosphere of sick chambers and dying 
breaths these forty years. 

See! she sits cowering over hec lonesome hearth, with 
her gown and upper petticoat drawn upward, gathering 
thriftly into her person the whole warmth of the fire* 
which, now at nightfall, begins to dissipate tRe autumnal 
chill of her chamber. The blaze quivers capriciously in 
front, alternately glimmering into the chasms of her 
wrinkled visage, and then permitting a ghostly dimness 
to mar the outlines of her venerable figure. And Nurse 
Toothaker holds a teaspoon in her right hand, with 
which to stir up the contents of a tumbler in her fWt, 
whence steams a vapory fragrance, abhorred of temper¬ 
ance societies. liiow she sips—now stirs—now sip^ 
again. Her sad old heart has need to be revived by the 
rich infusion of Geneva, which is mixed half and half 
with hot water in the tumbler. AH' day long she has 
been sitting by a death pillow, and quitted it for her 
home, only when the spirit of hor patient left the clay, 
and went homeward too. But now are her melancholy 
meditations cheered, and her torpid blood warmed, and 
her shoulders lightened of at least twenty ponderous 
years, by a draught from the true Fountain of Youth, in a 
case bottle. It is strange that men should deem that 
fount a fable, when its liquor fills more bottles than 
file congress water 1 Sip it again, good nurse, and see 
whether a second draught will not take off another 
score of years, and perhaps ten more, and show us, 
in your high-backed chair, the blooming damsel who 
plighted troths with Edward Fane. Get j-ou g6he„ 
Age and Widowhood 1 Come back, unwedded Youth ! 
But, alas 1 the charm will not work. In spite of fanopfe* 
most potent spell, I can see only an old dame cowering 
over the fire, a picture of decay and desolation, while 
the November blast roars at her in the chimney, and 
fitful showers rush suddenly against the window. 
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Yet there was a time whcr^ Rose Grafton—such was 
the pretty maiden name of Js'urse Tooihakcr—possessed 
beauty that would hav# fjladdencd this dint and dismal 
chamber as with sunshine. It won for her the heart of 
Jsdward Fane, who has since made so (;reat a figure in 
the world, hnd is now a ^''•'>'’<1 '>'*1 {;cntlcman, with 
powdered hair, and as Kouty as a lord. 'riiesc early 
lovers thought to have w.ilkcd hand in hand through 
life. They had wept together for Kdward's little sister 
Mary, whom Rose tended in her sickness, partly because 
she was thf sweetest child that ever lived or died, hut 
m<yc for love of him. She was but three years old. 
Ifeing such an infant. Death could not embody his 
terrors in her little corpse ; nor did Ikose fear to touch 
the dead child’s brow, though chill, as she curled the 
silken hair around it, nor to take her tiny hand, and 
clasp a flower within its fingers. Afterward, when she 
looked through the pane of glass in the coflin lid, ami 
beheld Mary’s face, it sfemed not so much like death, jr 
life, as like a waxwork, wrought into the perfect image^of 
a child asleep, and dreaming of its mother’s smile. 
Rose thought her too fair a thing to be hidden in the 
grave, and wondered that an angel di«l not snatch up 
little Mary’s coffin, and bear the slumbering babe to 
heaven, and bid her wake immortal. Hut when the sods 
were laid on little Mary, the heart of Rose was trouMedr 
She shuddered at the fantasy, that, in grasping the 
child’s cold fingers, her virgin hand had exchanged a 
first greeting with mortality, and could never lose the 
^rtMy taint. How many a greeting since ! Hut as yet 
%he was a fair young girl, with the dewdrops of fresh 
{%e^g in her bosom ; and instead of Rose, which seemed 
too mature a name for her half-opened beauty, her lover 
called her Rosebu^. 

The rosebud was destined never to bloom for Edward 
Fane. His pother was a rich and haughty dame, with 
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all the aristocratic prejuflices of colonial times. She 
scorned Rose Grafton’s humble parentage, and caused 
her son to break his faith, tliough, had she*let him 
choose, he would have prized his Rosebud above the 
richest diamond. The lovers parted, and have seldom 
met again. Roth may have visited the same mansions, 
but not at the same time ; for one was bidden to the 
festal hiill, and the other to the sick chamber; he was 
the guest of Pleasure and Prosperity, and she of Anguish. 
Rose, after their separation, was long secluded within 
the dwelling of Mr. Toothaker, whom she iparried with 
the revengeful hope of breaking her false lover’s h^rt. 
She went to her bridegroom’s arms with bitterer tears, 
they say, th.an yowg girls ought to shed at the threshold 
of the bridal chamber. Yet, though her husband’s head 
was getting gray, and his heart had been chilled with an 
autumn.al frost, Rose soon began to love him, and 
wondered at her own conjugal affection. He was all she 
had to love ; there were no chiloren. 

^ In a year or two, poor Mr. Toothaker was visited with 
a'wearisome infirmity, which settled in his joints, and 
made him weaker than a child. He crept forth about 
his business, and came home at dinner time and even¬ 
tide, not with the manly tiead that gladdens a wife’s 
heart, but slowly, feebly, jotting down each dull footstep 
"with a melancholy dub of his staff. We must pardon his 
pretty wife, if she sometimes blushed to own him. Her 
visitors, when they heard him coming, looked for the 
appearance of some old, old man ; but he dragged his 
nerveless limbs into the parlor—and the(e w'asv 
Toothaker ! The disease increasing, he never went into 
the sunshine, save with a staff in his right hand ani^l)js 
left on his wife’s shoulder, bearing heavily downward, 
like a dead man’s hand. Thus, a slender woman, still 
looking maiden-like, she supported his tall, broad-chested 
frame along the pathway of their little .garden, and' 
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plucked the roses for her gray-haired husband, and 
spoke soothingly as to an infant. His mind was palsied 
with his body ; its utmos| energy was peevishness. In a 
few months more, she helped him up the staircase, with 
a pause at every step and a longer one upon the landing- 
^)face, and a»heavy glance behind, as he crossed the 
threshold of his chamber. He knew, poor man, that the 
precincts of those four walls would thenceforth be his 
world—his world, his home, his tomb—at once a dwell¬ 
ing and a burial-place, till he were borne to a darker and 
a narrower one. But Rose was with him in the tomb. 
He^eancd upon her, in liis daily i)ass.'ige from the bed to 
the chair by the fireside, and back again from the weary 
cl*air to the joyless bed—his bed and Jiers—their mar¬ 
riage bed ; till even this short journey ceased, and his 
head hay all day upon the pillow, and hers all night 
beside it. How long poor Mr. 'loothakcr was kept in 
misery ! Death seemed to draw near the door, an<i 
often to lift the latch, anil sometimes to thrust his ugly 
skull into the chamber, nodding to Rose, and pointing at 
her husband, but still delayed to enter. “ This bcdriddcti 
wretch c.annot escape me!’’quoth Death. “I will go 
forth, and run a race with the swift, and fight .a battle 
with the strong, and come back for Toothakcr at my 
leisure!” O, when the deliverer came so near, in the 
dull anguish of her worn-out sympathies, did she ncKcr- 
long to cry, “ Death, come in ! ” 

But, no ! We h.avc no right to ascribe such a wish to 
our friend Rose. She never failed in a wife’s duty to her 
jj^r aibk husband. She murmured not, though a glimpse 
oT the sunn^ sky was as strange to her as him, nor 
a^^ered peevishly, though his complaining accents 
roused her from her sweetest dream, only to share his 
wretchedness. He knew her faith, yet nourished a 
cankered jealous)^; and when the slow disease had 
‘chilled all his heart, save one lukewarm spot, which 
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Death’s frozen fingers \^ere searching for, his last words 
were : “ What would my J<ose have done for her first 
love, if she has been so true ahd kind to a sictc old man 
like me ! ” And then his poor soul crept away, and left 
the body lifeless, though hardly more so than for years 
before, and Rose a widow, though in trflth it was the 
wedding night that widowed her. She felt glad, it must 
be owned, when Mr. Tooth.iker was buried, because his 
corpse had retained such a likeness to the man half alive, 
that she hearkened for the s.id murmur of his voice, 
bidding her shift his pillow. But all through the next 
winter, though the grave had held him many a m^nth, 
she fancied him calling from that cold bed, “Rose! 
Rose ! come put>a blanket on my feet ! ” 

So now the Rosebud was the Widow Toothaker. Her 
troubles had come early, and, tedious as they seemed, 
had passed before all her bloom was fled. She was still 
•fair enough to captivate a bachelor, or, with a widow’s 
cheerful gravity, she might hav? won a widower, stealing 
into his heart in the very guise of his dead wife. But the 
■^Vidow Toothaker had no such projects. By her watch¬ 
ings and continual cares, her heart had become knit to 
her first husband with a constancy which changed its 
very nature, and made her love him for his infirmities, 
and infirmity for his sake. When the palsied old man 
w.as gone, even her early lover could not have supplied 
his place. She had dwelt in a sick chamber, and been 
the companion of a half-dead wretch, till she could 
scarcely breathe in a free air, and felt ill at ease with the 
healthy and the happy. She missed the fragrance \jf t^e* 
doctor’s stuff. She walked the chamber with a noisele^4 
footfall. If visitors came in, she spoke in soft 
soothing accents, and was startled and shocked by their 
loud voices. Often, in the lonesome penmg, she looked 
timorously from the fireside to the bed, with almost a 
hope of recognizing a ghastly face upoQ the pillow. 
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Then went her thoughts sadly to her husband’s grave. 
If one impatient throb had wrSnged him in his lifetime 
—if she* h.ad secretly |cpmed, because her buoyant 
youth was imprisoned with his torpid age—if ever, while 
slumbering beside him, a treacherous dream had admitted 
•another into \jcr heart—yet the sick man harl been pre¬ 
paring a revenge, which the dead now claimed. On his 
painful pillow he had cast a spell around her; his groans 
and misery had proved more cajitivating charms than 
gaycty and youthful grace ; in his semblance, Disease 

itself had won the Rosebud for a bride ; nor could his 

% 

death dissolve the nuptials. liy that indissoluble bond 
she had gained a home in every sick chamber, and 
nowhere else ; there were her brelhiipn and sisters ; 
thither her htisliand summoned her, with that voice 
which had seemed to issue (rom the grave of Toothakcr. 
At length she rc< ogniked her destiny. 

We have beheUl her as the maid, the wife, the widow* 
now we see her in .a scpliratc and insulated character; 
she was, in all her attributes, Nurse Toothakcr. Antf 
Nurse Toothaker alone, with her own shrivelled lips, 
could make known her c.'c]>eriencc in th.at capacity. 
What a history might she record of the great sicknesses 
in which she has gone hand in hand with the exterminat¬ 
ing angel ! She remembers when the small-iiox hoisted 
a red banner on almost every house along the stroet. 
She has witnessed when the typhus fever swept off a 
■ whole household, young and old, all but a lonely mother, 
who vainly shrieked to follow her last loved one. Where 
yvoult^Bc Death’s triumph, if none lived to weep? .She 
cA speak of'strange m,aladies that have broken out, as 
if i^ntaneously, but were found to have been imported 
from foreign lands, with rich silks and other merchandise, 
the costliest portion of the cargo. And once, she 
recollects, the people died of what was considered a 
•new pestilence, till the doctors traced it to the ancient 



Twice-Told Tales. 




grave of a young girl, w^o thus caused many deaths a 
hundred years after her owi^ burial. Strange that such 
black mischief should lurk in t maiden’s grave ! She 
loves to tell how strong men fight with fiery fevers, 
utterly refusing to give up their breath ; and how con¬ 
sumptive virgins fade out of the world, scarcely reluctant, 
as if their lovers were wooing them to a far country. 
Tell us, thou fearful woman ! tell us the death secrets ! 
Fain would I search out the meaning of words, faintly 
gasped with intermingled sobs, and broken sentences, 
half audibly spoken between earth and t^^ judgment 
seat! 

An awful woman ! She is the patron saint of young 
’ physicians, and “be bosom friend of old ones. In tHe 
mansions where she enters, the inmates provide them¬ 
selves black garments ; the coffin maker follows her ; 
and the bell tolls as she conies awaf from the threshold. 
Death himself has met her at so many a bedside, that he 
^uts forth his bony hand to gree^ Nurse Toothaker. She 
is an awful woman ! And, O! is it conceivable, that this 
handmaid of human infirmity and afiliction—so darkly 
stained, so thoroughly imbued with all that is saddest in 
the doom of mortals—can ever again be bright and glad¬ 
some, even though bathed in the sunshine of eternity 1 
By her long communion with woe, has she not forfeited 
''Thei inheritance of immortal joy.’ Does any germ of 
bliss survive within her ? 

Hark ! an eager knocking at Nurse Toothaker’s door. 


She starts from her drowsy reverie, sets aside the empty 
tumbler and teaspoon, and lights a lamp' at thfr di^ 
embers of the fire. Rap, rap, rap! again ; and she 
hurries adown the staircase, wondering which of h“r 


friends can be at death’s door now, since there is such an 
earnest messenger at Nurse Toothaker’s. Again the 
peal resounds, just as her hand is on the lock. “ 
quick, Nurse Toothaker 1 ” cries a man on the doorstep; 
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“old General Fane is taken witjj the gout in his stomach, 
and has sent for you to wat^h by his deatli bed. Make 
haste, for there is no tir*c to lose!” “Kane! lidward 
Fane ! And has he sent for me at last ? 1 am ready I 

I .will get on my cloak and begone. .So," adds the sable- 
gowned, ashen-visaged, funereal old ligiire, “ Kdward 
Fane remembers his Rosebud ! " 

Our question is answered. There is a germ of bliss 
within her. Her long-hoarded constancy—her memory 
of the bliss that was—remaining amid the gloom of her 
after life, fH^c a sweet-smelling flower in a coffin, is a 
syn^rol that all may be renewed. In some happier 
clime, the Rosebud may revive again with all the dew- 
dfops in its bosom. 
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A FAIRY LF.GEND, 

I HAVE sometimes produced a singular and iinplcas- 
ing effect, so far as my own mind was concerned^ by 
imagining a train ot incidents, in which the spirit and 
mechanism of th?^ fairy legend should be combined wi|ji 
the characters and manners of familiar life. In the 
little tale which follows, a subdued tinge of the wild and 
wonderful is thrown over a sketch of New England 
personages and scenery, yet, it is hoped, without entirely 
otlitcraling the sober hues of»nature. Rather than a 
story of events claiming to be real, it may be considered 
as an allegory, such as the writers of the last century 
would have expressed in the shape of an Eastern tale, 
but to w'hich I have endeavored to give a more lifelike 
warmth than could be infused into those fanciful pro¬ 
ductions. 

In the twilight of a summer eve, a tall, dark figure, 
over which long and remote travel had thrown an 
outlandish aspect, was entering a village, not in “Fairy 
Londe," but within our own familiar boundaries. The 
staff on which this traveller leaned had bern hi^’som-^ 
panion from the spot where it grew, in the jungles ^ 
Hindostan ; the hat that overshadowed his sombr^ 
brow had shielded him from the suns of Spain; but nis 
cheek had been blackened by the red-hot wind of an 
Arabian desert, and had felt the frdicen breath of an 
Arctic region. Long sojourning amid wild and danger* 
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ous men, he still wore beneath his vest the ataghan 
which he had once struck into the throat of a Turkish 
robber.* In every foreign clime he had lost something 
of his New England characteristics ; and, perhaps, from 
every people he had unconsciously borrowed a new 
peculiarity; •so that when the world wanderer again 
trod the street of his native village, it is no wonder tltat 
he passed unrecognized, though exciting the gaze and 
curiosity of all. Yet, as his arm casually touched that 
of a young woman, who was wending her way to an 
evening h^turc, she started, and almost uttered a 
cry. 

“ Ralph Cranficld ! ” was the name that she half 
articulated. .3 

“Can that be my old playmate, Faith Egerton.^” 
thought the traveller, looking round at her figure, but 
without pausing. 

Ralph Cranfield, from his youth upward, had felt hin> 
self marked out for a high destiny. He had imbibed the 
idea—we say not whether it were revealed to him by 
witchcraft, or in a dream of jirophecy, or that his broocl- 
ing fancy had palmed its own dictates upon him as the 
oracles of a Sibyl—but he had imbibed the idea, and 
held it firmest among his articles of faith, that three 
marvellous events of his life were'to be confirmed to 
him by three signs. 

The first of these three fatalities, and perhaps the one 
on which his youthful imagination had dwelt most fondly, 
was the discovery of the maid, who alone, of all the 
tfl^aislB on emh, could make him happy by her love. He 
^as to roafti around the world till he should meet a 
bpgutiful woman, wearing on her bosom a jewel in the 
shape of a heart; whether of pearl, or ruby, or emerald, 
or carbuncle, or ^changeful opal, or perhaps a priceless 
diamond, Ralph Cranfield little cared, so long as it were 
a heart of ^ae peculiar shape. On encountering this 
16 . 12 
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lovely stranger, he was bound to address her thus :— 
“Maiden, I have brought you a heavy heart. May I 
rest its weight on you?” And ifcjhe were his fated bride 
—if their kindred souls were destined to form a union 
here below, which all eternity should only bind mor| 
closely—she would reply, with her finger c.i the heart- 
shaped jewel,—“ This token, which 1 have worn so long, 
is the assurance that you may ! ” 

And, secondly, Ralph Cranficld had a firm belief that 
there was a mighty treasure hidden somewhere in the 
earth, of which the burial-place would be ••^vealed to 
none but him. When his feet should press upon *he 
mysterious spot, there would be a hand before him, 
pointing downwar-^—whether carved of marble, or hewflf 
in gigantic dimensions on the side of a rocky precipice, 
or perchance a hand of flame in empty air, he could liot 
tell; but, at least, he would discern'’'B. hand, the fore¬ 
finger pointing downward, and beneath it the Latin 
word Ekfode —Dig 1 And dij^ging thereabouts, the 
gold in coin or ingots, the precious stones, or of what¬ 
ever else the treasure might consist, would be certain to 
reward his toil. 

The third and last of the miraculous events in the life 
of this high-destined man, was to be the attainment of 
extensive influence and sway over his fellow-creatures. 
Whether he were to be a king, and founder of an 
hereditary throne, or the victorious leader of a people 
contending for their freedom, or the apostle of a purified 
and regenerated faith, was left for futurity to show._ As 
messengers of the sign, by which Ralph Crafffield nfigh» -i 
recognize the summons, three venerable men were to* 
claim audience of him. The chief among them, a digeie 
fied and majestic person, arrayed, it may be supposed, 
in the flowing garments of an ancient sage, would be the 
bearer of a wand, or prophet’s rod. With this wand, or 
rod, or staW, the venerable sage would trace a certain 
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figure in the air, and then proceed to make known his 
heaven-instructed message; which, if obeyed, must lead 
to gloriftus results. • 

VV'ith this proud fate before him, in the flush of his 
im.aginative youth, Ralph Cranfield had set forth to seek 
the maid, tUe treasure, and the venerable s.age, with his 
gift of extended empire. And had he found them ? 
Alas 1 it w.as not with the aspect of a triumphant man, 
who had achieved a nobler destiny than all his fellows, 
but rather with the gloom of one struggling against 
peculiar »d continual adversity, that he now passed 
hopieward to his mother’s cottage. He had come back, 
but only for a time, to lay aside the pilgrim’s staff", trust- 
iwg that his weary manhood would ro^ain somewhat of 
the elasticity of youth in the spot where his threefold 
fate had been foreshown him. There had been few 
changes in the villSge; for it was not one of those 
thriving places where a year’s prosperity makes mo<»e 
than the havoc of a c<#itury’s decay ; but like a gray 
hair in a young man’s head, an anticpiated little town, 
full of old maids, and aged elms, and moss-grown dwell¬ 
ings. Few seemed to be the changes here. The droop¬ 
ing elms, indeed, had a more majestic spread; the 
weather-blackened houses were adorned with a denser 
thatch of verdant moss ; and doubtless there were a few 
more gravestones in the burial ground, inscribed •wirtT 
names that had once been familiar in the village street. 
Yet, summing up all the mischief that ten years had 
wrought, it seemed scarcely more than if Ralph Cran- 
.^cldsfiad g#ne forth that very morning, and dreamed a 
^ydream fill the twilight, and then turned back again. 

bis heart grew cold, because the village did not 
remember him as he remembered the village. , 

“Here is the change!” sighed he, striking his band 
upon his breast “ Who is this man of thought and 
care, weary^ with world wandering, and heavy with 
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disappointed hopes? The youth returns not, who went 
forth so joyously! ” 

And now Ralph Cranfield vrts at his mothet’s gate, 
in front of the small house where the old lady, with 
slender but sufficient means, had kept herself comfort¬ 
able during her son’s long absence. Admitting himselV 
within the enclosure, he leaned against a great, old tree, 
trifling with his own impatience, as people often do in 
those intervals when years are summed into a moment. 
He took a minute survey of the dwelling—its.windows, 
brightened with the sky gleam, its doorv/OM with the 
half of a millstone for a step, and the faintly-traced p^th 
waving thence to the gate. He made friends again with 
his childhood’s frend, the old tree against which he 
leaned; and glancing his eye adown its trunk, beheld 
something that excited a melancholy smile. It was a 
half-obliterated inscription—the Ldtin word Effode— 
which he remembered to have carved in the bark of the 
tree, with a whole day’s toil when he had first begun to ^ 
muse about his exalted destiny. It might be accounted 
a rather singular coincidence, that the bark, just above 
the inscription, had put forth an excrescence, shaped 
not unlike a hand, with the forefinger pointing obliquely 
at the word of fate. Such, at least, was its appearance 
in the dusky light. 

“;<ow a credulous man,” said Ralph Cranfield care¬ 
lessly to himself, “ might suppose that the treasure which 
1 have sought round the world, lies buried, after all, at 
the very door of my mother’s dwelling. That woidd be 
a jest indeed ! ” 

More he thought not about the matter; for now the* 
door was opened, and an elderly woman appeared ffn. 
the thteshold, peering into the dusk to discover who it 
might be that had intruded on her premises, and was 
standing in the shadow of her tree. It was Ralph Cran- 
field’s mother. Pass me over their greeting, and leave 
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the one to her joy and the other to his rest—if quiet rest 
be found. 

But ^hen morning fcro^e, he arose with a troubled' 
brow; for his sleep .and his wakefulness had alike been 
full of dreams. All the fervor was rekinkled with which 
^e had buraed of yore to unravel the threefold mystery 
of his fate. The crowd of his early visions seemed to 
have awaited hint beneath his mother’s roof, and 
thronged riotously around to welcome his return. In 
the welUremcmbcrcd chamber—on the pillow where his 
infancy ll||d slumbered—he had passed a wilder night 
thpn ever in .an Arab tent, or when he h.id reposed his 
he<ad in the ghastly shades of a haunted forest. A 
•Bh.adowy maid h.ad stolen to his be<ifidc, and laid her 
finger on the scintilKating heart ; a hand of flame had 
glowed amid the darkness, pointing downward to a 
mystery within the %arth ; a hoary sage h.ad waved his 
prophetic wand, and beckoned the dreamer onward to,a 
chair of st.ate. The si«ne ph.antoms, though fainter in 
the daylight, still flitted about the cottage, and mingrbd 
among the crowd of familiar faces that were drawn 
thither by the news of Ralph Cranficld’s return, to bid 
him welcome for his mother’s s.ake. There they found 
him, a tall, dark, stately man, of foreign aspect, courte* 
ous in demeanor and mild of speech, yet with an 
abstracted eye, which seemed often to snatch a ghMscMt 
the invisible. 

Meantime the widow Cranfield went bustling about 
the house, full of joy that she again had somebody to 
jov«, and 1>e careful of, and for whom she might vex and 
tease hersflf with the petty troubles of daily life. It was 
#\|^ly noon when she looked forth from the door, and 
descried three personages of note coming along the 
street, through the hot sunshine and the masses of elm- 
tree shade. At length they reached her gate, and undid 
the latch. 
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“ See, Ralph! ” exclaimed she, with maternal pride, 
“here is Squire Hawkwood and the two other selectmen 
coming on purpose to see you! Now do tell them a 
good long story about what you have seen in foreign 
parts.” 

The foremost of the three visitors, Squire Hawkwood, 
was a very pompous, but excellent old gentleman, the 
head and prime mover in all the affairs of the village, 
tnd universally acknowledged to be one of the sagest 
men on earth. He wore, according to a fash',on even 
then becoming antiquated, a three-cornered<yhat, and 
carried a silver-headed cane, the use of which seempd 
to be rather for flourishing in the air than for assisting 
the progress of l\is legs. His two companions wercB 
elderly and respectable yeomet^, who, retaining an ante- 
revolutionary reverence for rank and hereditary wealth, 
kept a little in the Squire’s rear. .Vs they approached 
aWng the pathway, Ralph Cranfield sat in an oaken 
elbow chair, half unconsciousl;' gazing at the three 
visitors, and enveloping their homely figures in the mistv 
roiflance that pervaded his mental world. •** 

“ Here,” thought he, smiling at the conceit, come 

three elderly personages, and the first of ^ 

venerable sage with a staff. What if thjjjg embassy 
should bring me the message of my fate 1 ” 

<.V/h”.d Squire Hawkwood and his colleag^,,g entered 
Ralph rose from his seat, and advanced a steps to 
receive them ; and his stately figure and eoun- 

tcnance, as he bent courteously towards hisi^ geests had 
a natural dignity, contrasting well with i 
importance of the Squire. The old gentlg^-'n,^ accord¬ 
ing to invariable custom, gave an claborr.,te preliminary 
flourish with his cane in the air, then revnoved tkr... 
cornered hat in order to wipe his -Wowllnd fin^y 
proceeded to make known his errant^ ' 

“My coUeagues and myself,” t,egan the Sguire, “are 
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burdened with momentous duties, being jointly select¬ 
men of this village. Our minds, for the space of three 
days i*ist, have been laboriously bent on the selection of 
a suitable picrson to fill a most important office, and take 
upon himself a charge and rule, which, wisely con¬ 
sidered, m»y be ranked no lower than those of kings and 
potentates. And whereas you, our native townsman, 
are of good natural intellect, and well cultivated by 
foreign travel, and that certain vagaries and fant.asies of 
your yoiuh are doubtless long ago corrected ; taking all 
these miners, 1 say, into due consideration, we are of 
opinion that Providence hath sent you hither, at this 
juncture, for our very purpose.” 

o During this harangue, Cranfield g§zed fixedly at the 
speaker, as if he beheld something mysterious and 
. unearthly in his pompous little figure, and as if the 
Squire had worn the flowing robes of an ancient sage, 
instead of a square-skirted coat, flapped waistcoat, velvet 
breeches and silk stockivgs. Nor was his wonder with¬ 
out sufficient cause; for the flourish of the Squire’s stlf^ 
marvellous to relate, had described precisely the signal 
in the air which was to ratify the message of the prophetic 
Sage, whom Cranfield had sought around the world. 

“ And what,” inquired Ralph Cranfield, with a tremor 
in his voice, “ what may this office be, which isjo equal 
me with kings and potentates ? ” 

“No less than instructor of our village school,” an¬ 
swered Squire Hawkwood ; "the office being now vacant 
by the death of the venerable Master Whitaker after a 
fifty years’<ncumbency.” 

“I will'consider of your proposal,” replied Ralph 
/^i;wfield, hurriedly, “and will make known my de¬ 
cision within three days.” 

After a few m^e words, the village dignitary and bis 
companions took their leave But to Cranfield’s fancy 
their images were still present, and became more and 
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more invested with the dim awfulness of figures which 
had [first appeared to him* in a dream, and afterwards 
had shown themselves in his wakwg moments, a^uming 
homely aspects among familiar things. His mind dwelt 
upon the features of the Squire, till they grew confused 
with those of the visionary Sage, and one appeared b' 
the shadow of the other. The. same visage, he nt 
thought, had looked forth Upon,him from the Pyramid o. 
Cheops f the same form had beckoned to him among 
the colonnades of the Alhambra; the same fimre had 
mistily revealed itself through the ascfindin^team of 
the Great Geyser. At every effort of bis memory ^e 
recognized some trait of the dreamy Messenger of 
Destiny in this p^pipous, bustling, self-important, littleo 
great man of the village. Amid such musings, Ralph 
Cranfield sat all day in the cottage, scarcely hearing and 
vaguely answering his mother’s thousand questions about 
hi® travels and adventures. At sunset, he roused him¬ 
self to take a stroll, and, passing: the aged elm tree, his 
' <jy€ was again caught by the semblance of a hand, point¬ 
ing downward at the half-obliterated inscription. 

As Cranfield walked down the street of the village, the 
level sunbeams threw his shadow far before him; and 
he fancied that, as his shadow walked among distant 
objects, so had there been a presentiment stalking in 
ad. of him throughout his life. And when he drew 
near each object, over which his tall shadow had pre¬ 
ceded him, still it proved to be one of the familiar 
recollections of his infancy and youth. Every crook in 
the pathway was remembered. Even the more transitory, 
characteristics of the scene were the same as in by-gone 
days. A company of cows were grazing on the gras^, 
roadside, and refreshed him with their fr^ant breath. 
“It is sweeter,” thought he, “than tht perfume which 
was wafted to our ship from the Spice Islands.” The 
round little figure of a child rolled from a doorway, and 
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lay laughing almost beneaifc Cranfield’s feet. The dark 
and ^tatcly man stoopod down, and, lifting the infant, 
restored him to his* mother’s arms. “The children,” 
said he to himself—and sighed, and smiled — “the 
children are to be my charge ! ” And while a flow of 
latural fAling gushed like a wcllspring in his heart, he 
came to a dwelling which he could nowise forbear to 
enter. A sweet voice; which seemed to come from a 
deep and tender soul, was warbling a plaintive little air 
within 

He b»lt his head, and passed through the lowly door. 
(\s his foot sounded upon the threshold, a young wom.in 
advanced from the dusky interior of the house, at first 
hastily, and then with a more uncertain step, till they 
met face to face. There was a singular contrast in their 
two figures; he <^ark .and picturesque—one who had 
battled with the world—whom ail suns had shone ugpn, 
and whom all winds had blown on a varied course ; she 
neat, comely, and quief—quiet even in her agitation*-aj# 
if all her emotions had been subdued to the peaecfui^ 
tenor of her life. Yet their faces, all unlike as they were, 
had an expression th.at seemed not so alien—a glow 
of kindred feeling, flashing upward anew from half- 
extinguished embers. 

“ You are welcome home ! ” said Faith Kgcri..“> , 

But Cranfield did not immediately answer; for his 
eye had been caught by an ornament in the shape of a 
Heart, which Faith wore as a brooch upon her bosom. 
Th<» material was the ordinary white quartz; and he 
recollectei^ having himself shaped it out of one of those 
Indian arrowheads which are so often found in the 
'cncient haunts of the red men. It was precisely on the 
pattern of that worn by the visionary Maid. When 
Cranfield departed on his shadowy search he had be¬ 
stowed this brooch, in a gold setting, as a parting gift to 
Faith Egearton. 

17 12 
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“So* Faith, you have kept the Heart!”1teid h«^ 

kngth. 

“Yes,” said she, blushing deeply—then more gayly. 
“ and what else have you brought me from beyond tb 
sea?” 

“Faith?” replied Ralph Cranfield, Uttering the/ate 
words by an uncontrollable impulse, “I have brougl 
you • heavy hpfkrt I May I rest its weigl 

“This token, which I have worn so long,” s^^'Faitli 
laying her tremulous finger on the Heart, “ is t de assuf 
ance that you may 1 ” i 

“ Faith! Faith ! * cried Cranfield, clasping her in h: 
arms, “you have iniferpreted my wild and weary dream! 

Yes, the wild dreamer was awake at last. To fini 
the mysterious treasure, he was to till the earth aroun| 
his mother’s dwelling, and reap its products! Instea- 
of*’warlike command, or regal or religious sway, h 
,wa,r to rule over the village children 1 And now th 
*^swnary Maid had faded from‘his fancy, and in he 
plan he saw the playmate of his childhood f WouK 
alV Who cherish such wild wishes, but IpA aronnj 
them, they would oftenest find their sphere of duty, t 
prosperity, and happiness, within those precincts, an 
in that « 5 ntlon, where Providence itself has cast thei 
lot? ilappy they who read the* riddle without a we^ 
world search, or a lifetime spent in vain 1 
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